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Box X 
BOORA b t 


To MECENAS. 


Several Men have feveral pea Lyrick Posey is keris 
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VAI E CES LEC E NAS, Zorn a Tufcan Prince, 

ay ei ; My 9), my Glory, my Defense 5 
Vai Some view with a delighted Eye, 

i Thick Clouds of Duft around "em fly; 

: While their contending Chariots. rowl, 

And nicely [bun th’ O Olympic Goal ; 

Where Races wen, and Palms beftow d, 

Exalt a Monarch to a God, 
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Others tia high Commands are proud, — | Be 
Thar great Preferment of the Crowd: | 
Blown by their Breath the Bubble flies, 
Gaz'd at a while, then breaks and dies. 
Another ploughs bis Fatber's Fields, 
His Barn holds all that Libya yields ; 
And Heaps of Wealth and Worlds of Gain, 
Can never tempt him from the Plain; 
Or draw his fearful Soul, to ride 
I1 Ships, and [lem the boifProus Tide. 
The Merchant, toft sa angry Seas, 
Commends his Farm and rural Eafe; 
Yet rigs his tatter’d Ships once more, 
Untaught, unable to be Poor, 
Some underneath a Myrtle Shade 
Or by (moetb Springs fupinely laid, 
In Mirth, and Wine, and wanton Play, | 
Lofe half tbe Bufme[s of the Day. 
X Others in tented Fields delight, 
And love the Horrors of a Fight, 
The Trumpets Sound, the flern Debate, 
And all that anxious Mothers bate. 
The Hunter does his Eafe forgoe, 
And lyes abroad in Froft and Snow ; 
Forgetting foon his tender Wife 
With all the foft Delights of Life ; 
While faithful Hounds a Deer pur fie, 
Or keep thevaging Boar in View. 
Me to ome Shady Fields remove: | 
Where Nymphs and Satyrs dance and love; 
Far diftant from the bujve Throng , 
‘There let the Mufes tune my Song ; 


1 
i 
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Bus they in vain will firing my Lyre, 
Unlefs you praife what they infpire: 

Jf you, propitious to my Fame, 

Among the Lyricks plant my Name ; 
‘The Works that you with Fudgment prixe 
Will raife my Head above the Skies. 


ODE I. 


Ount'ous Mecanas, Royal by Defcent, 
^ Guard of my Fame, and boafted Create 


SOME inthe Ring delight to guide the Rein, 
And drive the Char’ot thro’ the dufty Plain, — — 
Whilf glowing Wheels with Art the Goal decline, 
And Palms of Triumph round the Hero twine, t 


. Rival to Gods in Pomp, he's held divine. 


. The bufie Candidate who Voices tries, 
And on the giddy Rabble's Smiles relies, 


| Who undiftinguifh'd Favours lend to Day, 
| To Morrow with a Caprice vote away, 


A Third, whofe fole Ambition ’tis to till 
With Spade or Plough, his {mall paternal Soil; 
Safe in the.Granary has lodg’d his.Corn, 
From 4frick’s plent'ous Floors unBamag'd born. 
Were you to bribe them with the Worla’s Command, 
They'd never quit their golden Hopes on Land. 


Ba. The 
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The Merchant, when the Eaftern Sky’ s e'ercaft,. 

Fearing the Hazards of th’ approaching Blaft: 

When ftruggling Currents fwell the angry Tide, 

Twift the ftiff Plank, and rip the lab'ring Side, 

Applauds the even Breezes of the Shore; 

' With th' humble Pleafures of his Country Store; 

Refits his fhatter'd Hulk, and puts to Sea, 

Untractable to flighted Poverty. 


Others, in ample Bowls of Maff Juice, 
Deceive the Day, and give their Cares a loofe; 
Now at full Length extended in the Shade, - 
Then to a facred Spring recline their Head. 


Many, to Glory bent, purfue the War, 
Where the mixt Sound alarms and glads the Ear; . 
Whilft the fond Mother dreads the bleody Scene, 
And dreams of Fights the Youth was never in. 


The eager Sportfman, when the Game's in View, 
And the ftanch Hounds to Bay the Stag purfue; 
Or the wild Boar the flender Toils has broke, 
Defies the Cold, and the rude Winter’s Stroke: 
Whilft the young Bride at home neglected lyes, 
Wifhing the Chafe was nearer, by her Eyes. 


My chiefeft Pride’s the Ivy’s learned Wreath, 3 
Which gain'd, will privilege my Verfe from Death, — 
Difdain of Crowds, 2nd love of cool Retreat, - 05 
Where Nymphs and Satyrs frisk with nimble Feet, : 
Mutt ftill diftinguifh me amonpft the Great. - à 
If the kind Mufes pleafe to ftring my Lyre, 
And tun'd with artful Hand, foft Lays infpire, 
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Book ll. HORACE. e 
But if Mecenas grants the Lyrick Bays B 
"ll foar above the Breath of vulgar Praife. 


| -OD E I. 
By ARTHUR MayNwARING, Es; 


r 
OO long, alas, with Storms of Hail and Snow, 
= Fove has chaftis'd the World below! 
Too long his flaming Arm has Lightning thrown, : 


And ftruck our blafted Temples down, . 

o terrifie this guilty Town! 

II. 

| Such Floods of Water have appear'd, 

The World a fecond Deluge fear’d, 

Like that when Proteus drove his fcaly Flocks, 

[Fo look for Safety on the Rocks. 

NWhen caught in Trees, where Birds no longer "e 
Expiring Shoals of Fithes hung; 

| And ev’ry Creature of the Plain; 

| At once was fwimming in the dreadful Main. 

| IIT. 

Bo have we feen deftructive Tiber flow, 

And Monuments of Kings o 'erthrow ; 

Nor ev'n from Numa’s Fane retire, 

‘Nor. fear to quench dread Veffa’s Fire;- 

When mov'd by Tears which Ilia thed, 

‘Ilia his Wife, who mourn'd our Monarch dead, e 
| When Caefar her great Offspring bled) 

Back from the Tujcan Shore his Waves he drove, 


pith Paffian oreater than a Husband's Love; $ 
B 3 : And 
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And took too much Revenge on Rome, 
Preferv'd by Hove for his fuperior Doom, 
TV. 
Next, we are punifh'd with a Civil War, 
For which we fatal Arms prepare, ^ -— 
Thofe Arms that fhould have bravely kill'd 
| The haughty Perfzaz; in fome foreign Field, 
Fought Battles here; and in fucceeding Times, 
Our Youth will hear, aftonith’d at our Crimes 5 
That Roman Armies Romans flew ; 
Our Youth, alas, will then be few. 
V, 
What God's Protection fhall our People crave, 
The falling State of Rome to fave? 
What moving Song fhall holy- Maids prepare, 
To whom will Tove the Power convey, 
.. To expiate our Guilt away? 
Oh Phoebus hear our loud Complaints at aft, 
And to fapport this Empire hafte, 
With Clouds around thy glittering Shoulders caf! 
VI. 
Or You, fair Cyprian Queen, defcend, 
You, whom Love and Joy attend; 
|. Or thou, O Mars, whofe only Pleafures are 
The Pomp of Arms, and the fhrill Noife of War ; 
To whom no Look fo charming fhews, 
As the ftern Frown of Soldiers, or their Foes; 
On thy neglected Race look down, — 
And {pare our Blood defcended from thy own: 
For fure, our long unnatural Fights, 
Give thee a furfeit of thy own Delights! 
x VIL 
Or, if 'tis you Bright Hermes, that appear 
Forna’d in the Shape of young afuguftus here, 
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"Book A HORACE 7 
Pleas’d to be call’d th’ Avenger of our Guilt,. 
For Cafar's Blood, with Horror fpilt; 
Late may you go to Heav^n again, . 
And long o'er Romans happy reign; 
Nor at our Crimes offended fy . 
T’oo foon from hence to blefs your native Sky: 
Here rather ftill Great "Triumph love; 
Here your juft Titles ftillapprove; — 
Be ftill call’d Prince and Father of our Land, 
Nor let our Foesinfult, while you our Troops command. , 
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ODE It 


Inferil’d to the Earl of ROSCOMMON, 07 bis 
intended Voyage to Ireland. 


By Mtr. DRYDEN. 
lee Printed in the Second Mifcellany, Page 74: 


| o O may tb'aufpicious Queen of Love, 
.. M7 And the Twin Stars (the Seed of ove) 
- And he, who rules the raging Wind 

To thee, O facred Ship, be kind, 

And gentle Breezes fill thy Sails, 

Supplying foft Erefzam Gales; 

As thou, to whom the Mufz commends 

The beft of Poets, and of Friends, 

Doft thy committed Pledge reftore, 
- And land him fafely on the Shore: 

BA And 
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And fave the better part of me, 
From perifhing with him at Sea, . 
Sure he, who firft the Paflage try'd, 
In harden’d Oak his Heart did hide, : 
And Ribs of Iron arm'd his Side! ; 
Or his at leaft, in hollow Wood, . 
Who tempted firft the briny Flood: 
Nor fear'd the Winds contending’ roar, 
Nor Billows beating on the Shore; 
Nor Hyades portending Rain; 
Nor all the Tyrants of the Main. 
What Form of Death could him Wee 
Who unconcern’d with ftedfaft Sight 
Could view the Surges mounting fteep, 
And Monfters rolling in the Deep; 
Cou'd thro’ the Ranks of Ruin go, 
With Storms above, and Rocks below iss. d$ Aes : 
In vain did Nature's wife Command, 4 
Divide the Waters from the Land, | 
If daring Ships, and Men prophane, 
Invade th’ inviolable Main; 
Th’eternal Fences over-leap ; 
And pafs at will the boundlefs Deep. 
No Toil, no Hardfhip can reftrain ^ 
Ambitious Man inur’d to Pain; 
‘The more confin’d the more he tries, 
And at forbidden Quarry: flies, 
Thus bold Promethens did afpire, - 
And ftole from Heaven the Seed of Fire; 
A Train of Ills, a Ghaftly Crew, 
The Robber's blazing track purfue ; 
Fierce Famine, with her meagre Face, 
And Fevers of the fiery Race, 
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In Swarms th’ offending Wretch furround; 


All brooding on the blafted Ground : 
And limping Death lafh’d on by Fate 
Comes up to fhorten half our Date. 
This made not Dedalus beware, 
With borrow’d Wings to fail in Air: 
To Hell Alcides forc'd his Way, 


Piung'd thro’ the Lake and {natch’d his Prey. 


Nay, {carce the Gods, or Heavenly Climes 
Are fafe from our audacious Crimes; 
We reach at Fove’s Imperial Crown, 

And pull th' unwilling Thunder down. 


O D E IV. 


* By the E—— of R—— 
Printed in the Firft Part of Mifcellany Poems, Page 104. 
Onquer'd with foft and pleafing Charms, 
And never failing Vows of her Return, 
Winter unlocks his frofty Arms 
"To free the joyful Spring, 
Which for frefh Loves with youthful Heat does burg; 
Warm South-winds court her, and with fruitful Showers 
Awake the drowfie Flowers, - 
Who hafte and all their Sweetnefs bring 
To pay their yearly Offering. 


No nipping White is fcen, 
But all the Fields are clad in pleafant Green, 
| B y And 
* Not written by the E—— of R—— 
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And only fragrant Dews now fall: 

The Ox forfakes his once warm Stall 

To bask i’th’ Sun's much warmer Beams; P 
"The Plowman leaves his Fire and his Sleep, 
Well pleas'd to whiftle to his lab’ring Teams; 
Whilft the glad Shepherd pipes to’s frisking Sheep. 

Nay, tempted by the fmiling Sky 

Wreckt Merchants quit the Shore, 

Refolving once again to try 

The Wind and Sea’s Almighty Power; 
Chufing much rather to be Dead than Poor. 


Upon the flow’ry Plains, 
Or under fhady Trees, _ 
The Shepherdeffes and their Swains 
Dance to their rural Harmonies; 
"Then fteal in private to their covert Groves, 
"There finifh their well-heighten'd Loves. 
The City Dame takes this Pretence 
(Weary of Husband and of Innocence) | 
To quite the Smoke and Bufinefs of the Town, 
And to her Country-Houfe retires, | A 
Where fhe may bribe, then grafp fome Country Clows, | 
Or her appointed Gallant come 
To feed her loofe Defires; 
Whilft the poor Cuckold by his Sweat at home 
Maintains her Luft and Pride, | 
Bleft as he thinks with fuch a beauteous Bride. 


Since all the World's thus gay and free, 
Why fhould not we? 
Let's then accept our Mother Nature's Treat, - 
. And pleafe our felyes with all that’s (weet; 
3 Let's 


Ww. 
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Let's to the fhady Bowers, | 
Where Crown'd with gawdy Flowers, 


We'll drink and laugh away the gliding Hours, 
Truf me, Toyrfis, the grim Conqueror Death 


. With the fame freedom fnatches a King’s eodd 


He hurdles the poor fetter'd Slave, 
. To's unknown Grave. 
Tho’ we cach Day with Coft repair, 
He mocks our greateft Skill and utmoff Care; 
Nor loves the Fair, nor fears the aei. di | 
And he that lives the longeft dies bat young 
And once depriv'd of Light 


We're wrapt in mifts of endlefs Night. 


Once come to thofe dark Cells, of which we're told 
So many ftrange romántick Tales of old ^ 


(In Things unknown Invention's juftly bold ) 


No more fhall Mirth and Wine 
Our Loves and Wit refine. 
No more fhall you your P/llss have, 
. Pbjlis fo long you've priz’d: 
Nay fhe too in the Grave 
Shall lye like us defpis'd, 


= SA 
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ODE LR 


Imitated y Mr. CO WLE Y. 


Printed in bis Poems in O@avo, Page 31. 


L 
O whom now, Pyrrba, art thou kind? 
To what Heart-ravifh'd Lover 
Doft thou thy golden Locks unbind, 
Thy hidden Sweets difcover, 
And with large Bounty open fet 
All the brizht Stores of thy rich Cabinet? 
lI. i 
Ah, fimple Youth, how oft will he 
: Of thy chang'd Faith complain? 
And his own Fortunes find to be 
So airy and fo vain: 
Of fo Camelion-like an hue, 
"T hat ftill their Colour changes with it too? 
III. 
How oft, alas, will he admire 
“The Blacknefs of the Skies? 
‘Trembling to hear the Winds found higher, 
And {ee the Billows rife: 
Poor unexperienc'd he, 
‘Who ne'er, alas, before, had been at Sea! 
IV. 
He enjoys thy calmy Sun-/hme now, 
Ard no Breath ftirring hears; 
In the clear Heaven of thy Brow; 
. No {malleft Cloud appears. 


UN cuc 
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He fees thee gentle, fair, and gay, 
And trufts the faithle/s April of thy May. 

y.ui | 


Unhappy ! Thrice unhappy ^e; 
T? whom thou untry d doft fhine! 
But there's no Danger now for me, 
Since o'er Loretto's Shrine, 
In witnefs of the Shipwrack paft, 
My Confécrated Veffel hangs at laft. 


By Mr. HOR NECK. 


Yrrba, what flender well-fhap’d Beaw, 
Perfum'd with Effence haunts thee now, 
And lures thee to fome kind Recefs, 
To fport on Rofe-Beds funk in Eafe? 
Prythee what Youth would'ft thou in fnare, 
— Artlefs and clean, with flowing Hair? | 
How oft will he have caufe to mourn 
Thy broken Vows and Cupid's Scorn? 
Unskill’d as yet, he'll wond'ring fpy 4 | 
Frefh Tempefts raging in that Eye, 
From whence he hop'd a Calmer Sky. 
‘who now poor Gull enjoys the Blifs, 
Thinks you divine and folely his: 
Born down the Tide with eafy Sail, 
Little fufpe&s an Adverfe Gale. 
Thrice wretched they who feel thy Darts, 
Whiltt Strangers to thy coquet Arts ! | 
My 
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My Garments in the Fane difplay'd, 
As Trophies that my Vows are paid; 
Own the Great Ruler of the Sea 
Author of my Delivery. 


OD E?-¥; 
By Mr. MILTON. 


Rendred almoft Word for Word without Rhyme accord- 
ing to the Latin Meafure, as near the Language will 
permit, 


E 


Hat [lender Youth bedew'd with liquid odours 
‘Courts thee on Rofes in fome pleafant Cave, 
Pyrrha, for whom bind’ thovw 
In wreaths thy golden Hasr, 


Plain in thy neatne/s? O how oft [ball he 

On Faith and changed Gods complain: and Seas 
Rough with black winds and florms 
Unwonted fhall admire: 


W/bo now enjoys thee credulous, all Gold, 

Who always vacant, always amiable 
Hopes thee; of flattering gales 
Unmind{ul. Haplefs they 


To whom thou untry d feemift fair, Me in my vow'd 
Picfure the facred wall declares t' have. bung | 
My dank aud dropping weeds 
Jo the fiers God of Sea, 


ODE 


E. Boox I. 


Ly. 
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ODE VI. 
Apply d to the Duke of MARLBO ROUG H. 


v. By Captain R—— S——— 
i Msg Addifon's immortal Verfe 
Thy Fame in Arms, Great Prince, rehearfe; 
With Anna’s Lightning you'd appear, 
And glitter o'er again in War: 
Repeat the proud Bawarian’s Fall, 
And in the Danube plunge the Gawl. 
Tis not for me thy Worth to fhiew; 
Or lead Achilles to the Foe. 1 
/ Defcribe ftern Diomede in Fight, 
And put the wounded Gods to flight. 
I dare not with unequal Rage, 
On füch a mighty Theme engage; 
.. Nor fully in a Verfe like mine, 
 Hluftrious Anna’s Praife, and thine. 
Let the laborious Epic Strain 
In lofty Numbers fing the Man, 
That bears to diftant Worlds his Arms, 
And frights the Germare with Alarms: 
His Courage and his Condu& tell, 
And en his various Virtues dwell: 
In Trifling Cares my humble Mufe 
A lefs ambitious Tract purfues : 
Inftead of Troops in Battel mixt, 
And Gauls with Briti{h Spgars transfixe, 
She paints the foft Diftrefs and Mein . 
. Of Dames expiring with the Spleen. 


Prom 


S 
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From the gay Noife, affected Air, 

And little Follies of the Fair, — 

A flender Stock of Fame I raife, 

And draw from others Faults my Praife. 


ODE IX. 
By M. CONGREVE... 
Vides ut alta, ésc. | 


In tbe Third Mifcellany, Page 142. 


I, 
Lef; me, ’tis cold! how chill the Air ! 
How naked does the World appear ! 
But fee (big with the Off-{pring of the North) 
The teeming Clouds bring forth: 
A Show’r of foft and fleecy Rain 
Falls, to new cloath the Earth again: 
Behold the Mountain-tops around, 
As if with Fur of Ermins crown'd: 
And lo! how by Degrees 
The univerfa! Mantle hides the Trees, 
In hoary Flakes which dow ward Hy; 
As if it were the Autumn of the Sky, 
Whofe Fall of Leaf would theirs fupply : | 
Trembling, the Groves fuftain the Weight, and bow 
Like aged Limbs, which feebly go 
Beneath a venerable Head of Snow, 


1L. Dif. 
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| Hi^ 

» Diffufive Cold does the whole Earth invade, 
Like a Difeafe, through all its Veins ’tis fpread, 
And each late living Stream is num'd and dead. 
Let's melt the frozen Hours, make warm the ir; - 
Let chearful Fires Sol’s feeble Beams repair ; 

Fill the large Bowl with fparkling Wine, 

Lets Drink till our own Faces fhine, 

Till we like Suns appear, 

To light and warm the Hemifphere. 
Wine can difpence to all both Light and Heat, 

"They are with Wine incorporate: 
That pow'rful Juice, with which no Cold dares mix, | 
Which ftill is fuid, and no Froft can fx; 

Let that but in abundance flow, : 
And let it ftorm and thunder, hail and fnow, VU 

"Tis Heav'ns Concern, and let it be 

The Care of Heaven ftill for me: | Lá 
Thefe Winds which rend the Oaks and plough the Seas, 

Great ove can, if he pleafe, 

With one commanding Nod appeafe. 


IH. 


Seek not to know to- Morrow's Doom; 
That is not ours, which is to come. 
The prefent Moment’s all our ftore: 
The next, fhou'd Heav'n allow, 
Than this will be no more: 
So all our Life is but one Inftant Now. 
Look on each Day you’ve paft 
-'To be a mighty Treafure won: 
And lay each Moment out in hafte; 
: . Were 
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We're fure to live toe fat, 
And cannot live too foon. 
Youth does a thoufand Pleafures bring, 
Which from decrepit Age will fly ; 
Sweets that wanton i'th' Bofom of the Spring, 
In Winter’s cold Embraces dye. 


IV, 
Mow Love, that everlafting Boy, invites 
To revel, while you may, in foft Delights: 
Now, the kind Nymph yields all her Charms, 
Nor yields in vain to youthful Arzs. 
Slowly fhe promifes at Night to meet, 
But eagerly prevents the Hour with Swifter Feet, 
To gloomy Groves and obfcure Shades fhe flies, 
There vails the bright Confeffion of her Eyes, 
Unwillingly the ftays, 
Would more unwillingly depart, 
And in foft Sighs conveys 
The Whifpers of her Beart. 
Still fhe invites and ftill denies, ^ 
And vows fhe'll leave you if you're rude: 
Then from her Ravifher the flies, 
But flies to be purfu’d ; 
If from his Sight fhe does her felf convey, 
With a feign'd Laugh fhe will her felf betray; 
And cunningly inftru& him in the way. 


ODE 3 
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ODE IX. 
By Mr. DRYDEN. 
In the Second Mifcellany, Page 77. 


| L [ 
Ehold yon Mountain’s hoary height, 
Made higher with new Mounts of Snow ; 
Again behold the Winter’s weight 
Opprefs the lab’ring Woods below: 
And Streams with Icy Fetters bound, 
Benum'd and crampt to folid Ground. 
II. 
With well heap’d Logs diffolve the Cold, 
. And feed the genial heat with Fires ; 
Produce the Wine, that makes us bold, 
And fprightly Wit and Love infpires: 
For what hereafter fhall betide, 
God, if "tis worth His Care, provide. 
Ill. 


| Let Him alone with what He made, 


Tg tofs and turn the World below; 
At His Command the Storms invade ; 
The Winds by His Commiffion blow ; 
Till with a Nod He bids 'em ceafe, 
And then the Calm returns, and all is Peace. 
IV. 
'To Morrow and her Works defy, 
Lay hold upon the prefent Hour, 
And {natch the Pleafures pafling by, 
To put them out of Fortunes Pow'r: 
Nor Love, nor Love’s Delights difdain, 


What e're thou get'ft to Day is Gain. 
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| V. ps 
. Secure thofe Golden early Joys, 
That Youth unfowr'd with Sorrow bears, 
E'e with’ring time the Tafte deftroys, 
With Sicknefs and unwieldy Years! 
For active Sports, for pléafing Reft, 
This is the time to be pofteft, 
The beft is but in Seafon beft. 
. VI. deor 
. The pointed Hour of promis'd Blifs, 
The pleafing Whifper in the Dark, 
The half unwilling willing Kifs, 
That Laugh that guides thee to the Mark, 
When the kind Nymph wou'd Coynefs feign, — 
And hides but to be found again, . ‘ 
Thefe, thefe are Joys the Godi for Youth ordain, 


O.D.:E. IX. 


luiiated. 


C ner the Hills all around us do Penance in Snow, — 

And Winter’s cold Blafts have benum’d us below; 
Since the Rivers chain'd up, flow, with the fame {peed, 
As Criminals moveto’ards the Pfalm they can't Read: 
Throw whole Oaks at a time, nay, whole Groves on the 
To keep out theCold, and new Vigour infpire,  [Fire, - 
Neer wafte the dull time in impertinent Thinking, E. 
But urge and purfue the grand Bufinefs of Drinking. F 
Come, pierce your old Hogfheads, ne'er ftint usin Sherry, 
For this is the Seafon to drink and be Merry : 


. That 


T 
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That reviv'd by good Liquor, and Billets together, 
We may brave theloud Storms, and defy the cold Weather, 
We'll have no more of Bufinefs; but, Friend, as youloveus, 
Leave it all to the Care of the Good Folks above us. 


- Whilft your Appetite's ftrong, and geod Humour remains, 
And active, brisk Blood does enliven your Veins, 


Improve the {weet Minutes in Scenes of Delight, — 
Let your Friend have the Day, and your Miftrefs the Night. 
In the Dark you may try, whether Phillis is kind; 


The Night for Intrigues was ever defign'd: 


Though fhe runs from your Arms, and retires toaShade, - 
Some Friendly kind Sign will betray the coy Maid ; 


All Trembling you'll find the poor bafhful Sinner; 


Such a Trefpafs is Venial in any Beginner: 
But, remember this Counfel when once you have met her, 


Get a Ring from the Nymph, or fomething that’s better. 


By Mr. GLANV 1 EL L. 
Cum Tu, Lydia, Telephi, isc. 


Ig the Fourth Mifcellany, Page 289. 


; 1. 

W HEN happy Strephon’s too prevailing Charms, 
His rofie Neck, and his fott waxen Arms, 

Inhumane Lydia wantonly you praife, 

How cruelly my jealous Spleen you raife! 


Anger boils up in my hot lab’ring Breaft, 
Not to be hid, and lefs to be fuppreft, 
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ip Be 5 ta 
Then *twixt the Rage, the Fondnefs, and the Shame, 
Nor Speech, nor Thoughts, nor Looks remain he fame. 
Fickle as my Mind my various Colour fhews, 
And with my Tide of Paffion ebbs and flows: 
Tears ftealing fall diftil'd by foft Defire, 
To fhew the melting Slownefs of tbe Fire, 
Ii. num 
Ah! When I fee that livid Neck betray 
The Drunken Youth's too rudely wanton Plag ; 
“When on thofe paffive Lips the Marks I find 
Of frantick boiling Kiffes left behind; 
I rave to think thefe cruel Tokens fhew 
Things I can not miftake, and would not know. 
IV. 
How fond’s the Hope, how foolifh and how vain, 
Of lafting Love, from the ungrateful Swain! 
Who that foft Lip fo raughly can invade; 
Hurting with cruel Joy the tender Maid: 
Quickly they’re glutted who fo fierce devour ; 
They fuck the Near, and throw by the Flower. 
V. 
But oh! thrice happy they that equal move E 
In an unbroken Yoke of faithful Love 
Whom no Complaint, no Strife, no Jealoufie 
Sets from their gentle, grateful Bondage free ; 
But ftill they dear faft mutual Slaves remain, 
Till unkind Death breaks the unwilling Chain, 


ODE. 
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ODE XY. 
Imitated by Mr. S. W. 
Never Printed before. 


| É 
AS Paris plough'd the wat'ry Plain, 


Bearing his fatal Prize, fair Helen, home, - 


The fighing Winds and weeping Main 


Grew calm, whilf Nereus thus foretold his Doom. 


Unhappy Youth! pur[u'd by Fate 
And all that is unfortunate 
Alas! thou know'fl not, void of Care, 

How great a Flame thefe teeming Billows bear, 
With armed Troops, with Sword and Fire, 
Shall all united Greece con [pire 

To break th’ unlawful Match and raze thy Town, 

And rend from Priam’s Head his Royal Crown, 

"Troy' proud Towers, and Neptune’s Wall, 
Fram'd by Apollo's facred Lyre, 

Shall then &e bumbled xith a Fall, 

And in one common Flame expire. 
Priam, who's now their happy Lord, 
By all his Subjetis fo ador'd, 


 Sbawt in bis bury'd City find a Grave, 
— Nor in the flaming Pile a Fun'ral bae. 


Pu. Ii. 
Yonder methinks the difmal Tragedy 
1t felf is reprefenting to mine Eye. 


- Methinks I fee the conqu'ring Troops appear, 


Sweating beneath the glorious atrms whey bear; . 


_ The prancing Steeds, with Thunder arm’d.and Hate, 


Drive o'ee the bloody Plains as fwift as Fate. 


M3 


Yonder 
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Youder difplayd the warlike Banner bears t 
REVENGE infevio'd in bloody Characters, | 
Revenge and Ruin lead tbe furtous Band y à 
Horror and difmal Deashs its Steps attend ; t 
Cenqueft at length comes panting up bebind. 

.. Methishs the azure Curtains of the Sky — 

Op’ning, prefent all Heav'n unto my wond'ring Eye. 

The Gods are all in Counfel fate, 
Determining the Trojan Fate. 
Jove's Thunder-bearer arm'd does fland ; 
Pallas her /Egis takes in hand: 
And all but Venus will comply 
With Troy’s determin’d Deftiny. 
Under ber Condud, thou in vain fhalt bear - 
The hard Fatigues of unfuceefiful War. - 
Some Love-Intrigue more skilfull to attempt, 
Braver in Venus than in Mars his Camp: 
Where thou might’? out of Danger range and rove 
Through all the hidden Myfleries of Love : . 
Where thou might'/t with Perfumes anoint thy Hair, — 
4nd tune in wanton dirs thy warbling Lyre, é 
Grateful and pleafing to the feeble Fair. 
TS. s 
But in ber Camp ia vain fhalt thou vefide, 
In Pleafure drown'd, and with Enjoyment cloy'd: 
In vain fhalt thou attempt to fly 
From thy purfuing Deftiny : 
At length thou fhalt (but ob too late! ) 
Feel the long long deferved Blow of Fate. 
See, fee Ulyffes. and the Pylion Sire ee 
For. foulking Paris earne(tly enquire. — 

. See fierce Merion feeks to bring bim ferio, 

Big with a jug and fwelling Tide of Wrath aee 
LE 3 And 
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And all the injur'd Greeks, whofe bleeding Wounds 
Excite their Courage to redre[s their Wrongs. 

Wibofe reaking Swords when feeble you 

Half Dead with Fear fhall trembling view, 

_ Swift, as the panting Doe 

Spying the Wolf ber hungry Foe, 
Winged with Fear, tbou'lt leave ihe warlike Seat, 
«dnd [eek among ft the Fair a fafe Retreat. 

1v. 

Achilles (hall awhile refent bis Wrong, 
Whofe AL fence may the Trojan Fate prolong : 


_ But with redoubled Force his Blows repeat, 

Uniill im Seas of Blood he quench his angry Heat. 
Thoufands of Men fhall fall, and Trojan Dames; 

 Embarqu'd for Styx in their own Crimfon Streams: 

Ai length ten rowling Years (hall bring about the Times; 
When Troy firft drowud in Blood muft end in Flames. 
Then in one blaxing Pile (hall Troy expire, 

And then thy Flames of Love fhall end in Flames of Fire. - 


But when appeas'd, no more fhall he retreat, : 


m 
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ODE XIX. 
By Mr. CONGREVE. 


Mater fzva Cupidinum, ¢s. 
In the Third Mifcellany, Page 137. 
I 


4% HE Tyrant Queen of foft Defires, 

With the refiftlefs Aid of fprightly Wine, 
And wanton Eafe, confpires => 
To make my Heart its Peace refign, : 
| TA € And 
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And to admit Loves long rejected Fires. 

For beauteous Glycera I burn; E 

The Flames fo long repell'd with double force return: 

: Endlefs her Charms appear, and fhine more bright 

Than polifh'd Marble when reflecting Light: 

With winniag Coynefs, fhe my Soul difarms: 

And when her Looks are coldeft, moft fhe warms: 
Her Face darts forth a thoufand Rays, : 
"Nhofe Luftre an unwary Sight betrays, 1 
My Eye-balls fwim, and I grow giddy Messi in 

II. 

She comes! She comes! fhe rufhes in my Veins! 

At once all Venus enters, and at large fhe reigns! 

Cyprus no more with her Abode is bleft, 

| Tam her Palace, and her Throne my Breaft. 
Of Savage Scythian Arms no more I write, 
Or Parthian Archers, who in flying fight; 
And make rough War their Sport; 
Such idle Themes no. more fhall move - 
Nor any thing but what's of high Import; 
And what's of high Import but Love? 
"Vervain and Gums, and the green Turf prepare; - 
With Wine of two Years Old, your Cups be fill'd: - 
After our Sacrifice and Prayer, 


The Goddefs may incline her Heart to pa 


E 
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ODE XXII. 
- By Lord ROSCOMMON. 


Integer Vitz, ec. 
Printed in the Firft Part of Mifcellany Poerws, Pages 99: 


pies Dear Friend, needs no Defence, 
The fureft Guard is Innocence : 
, None knew, ’till Guilt created Fear, 
| NI hat Darts or poyfon'd Arrows were. 


Integrity undaunted goes, 
Through Libyan Sands or Scythian Snows, 
Or where Hydafpes wealthy fide 
Pays Tribute to the Perfian Pr ide. 


. For as (by amorous Thoughts betray'd)) 
Carelef s in Sabine Woods 1 ftray'd, 
A grifly foaming Wolf, unfed, 
Met me unarm’d, yet trembling fed. 


| 

| 

No Beaft of more portentcus Sue; 
la the Hercizian Foreft lies; 

None fiercer, in Numidia bred, 

| With Carthage were in Triumph led. 


Set me in the Remoteft Place, 
"That Neptune’s frozen Arms embrace, 
Where angry ove did never {pare 
One Breath of kind and temp’rate Air: 
E C à Set 


- Si 
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Set me, where on fome pathlefs Plain 
~~ The fwarthy Africans complain, 
“To fee the Char’ot of the Sun 
. So near the fcorching.Country run: 


The burning Zone, the Frozen Hles, 
«Shall hear me fing of Celta’s Smiles, 
All Cold but in her Breaft I will defpife, 
, And dare all Heat but that of Cela’s Eyes. 


wie iss n c 
OD 
Imitated by the fame Hand. 
Printed before Mrs. Philips's Poems, printed for Y. T.. 
I. 
V Irtue (dear Friend ) needs no Defence, - 
No Arms but its own Innocence; 
Quivers and Bows, and poifon'd Darts, | 
Are only us'd by Guilty Hearts, 
: AI. 
An Honeft Mind fafely alone, 
May travel thro’ the Burning Zone; 
Or thro’ the deepeft Scythian Snows, 
Or where the fam’d Hyda/pes flows. 
III. 
while rul'd by a refiftlefs Fire, 
Our great * Orinda I admire, | 
The hungry Wolves that fee me ftray; 
Unarm'd and fingle, run away. 
IV. 
Set me in the Remoteft Place } 
That ever Neptune did embrace, e S 
* Mrs. Katharine Phillips. ; 
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‘When there her Image fills my Breaft,:. . 
Helicon i is not half fo d/eff. 
| CM 
: Leave me upon fome Li^yas Plain, 
‘So the my Fancy entertain, 
And when thethir(ty-Monfters meet, - 
"They'll all pay homage to my Feet. 
i VI E 


The Magick of Orinda's Name ~ 

Not only can their Fiercenefs tame; 
But if that mighty Word I once rehearfe, 
They feem fubmiflively to roar in Verfe. 


| ODE XXII. 
Imitated by Mr. THOMAS VA LD EN. 
In the Fourth Mifcellany, Page 206. - 


Lh z 
"J^HE Man that’s uncorrupt, and free from Guilt, 
| That the Remorfe of fecret Crimes ne'er felt z: 
| Whofe Breaft was ne'er debauch'd with Sin; 
But finds all calm, and all at Peace within: 
In his Integrity fecure, 
He fears no Danger, dreads no Pow'r: 
Ufelefs are Arms for his Defence, 
That.keeps a faithful Guard of Innocenee. - 
Hi. 
| Secure the happy Innocent may rove, 
| The Care of ev'ry Pow'r above: 
Gas Alho* ' 
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Altho' unarm'd-he wanders o'er 
The treacherous Libya's Sands, and faithlefs Shore, 
 Tbo' c'er th'inhofpitable Brows 
Of favage Caucafus he goes: 
Thro’ 4frick’s Flames, thro’ Scytbia's Snows, 
Or where Hyda/pes, fam’d for Monfters, flows. 
; HL 
For as within an unfrequented Grove, 
I tun'd my willing Lyre to Love: 
With pleafing am'rous Thoughts betray’d, 
Beyond my Bounds infenfibly 1 ftray'd, — 
A Wolf that view’d me fled away, 
He fled from his defencele(s Prey z 
When I invok'd Maria’s Aid, 
Altho’ unarm'd, the trembling Monfter fled, 
IV. 
Not Daunia’s teeming Sands, nor barbarous Shore, 
E'er fuch a dreadful Native bore: 
Nor 4frick’s nurfing Caves brought forth 
So fierce a Beaft, of fo amazing Growth, 
- Yet vain did all his Fury prove, 
Againft a Breaft that’s arm'd with Love; - 
Tho’ abfent, fair Maria’s Name : 
Subdues the Fierce, and makes the Savage tame; 
Commit me now to that abandon'd Place, 
W hence cheerful Light withdraws its Rays; 
No Beams on barren Nature fmile, 
Nor fruitful Winds refrefh th? intemp'rate Soil: | 
But Tempefts, with eternal Froft, 
Still rage around the gloomy Coat; 
Whilft angry Yove infefts the Air, | 
‘And black with Clouds, deforms the fullen Year. 


»c VLOr 
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"Or place me now beneath the Torrid Zone, 
To live a Borderer on the Sun: 
Send me to fcorching Lands, whofe Heat 
Guards the deftru&tive Soil from Humane Feet: 
. Yet there ll fing Marias Name, — 
And fport, uninjur'd, ^midft the Flame: |. 
| Marias Name! That will create, even there, . 
A milder Climate, and more temperate Air. 


Paraphraftically imitated by Mr. 7}. H. 


Never Pristed- before; 


Integer vitz, fcelerifque purus, ee: 
Hi flavifh Fear, thy Stygian Wings difplay! 
- Thou ugly Fiend of Hell, away! | 
Wyapt in thick Clouds, and Shades of Night 
To concious Souls direct thy Flight! 
There brood on Guilt, fix there a loath’d Embrace, 
And propagate vain Terrors, Frights, 
Dreams, Goblins, and imagin d. Sprights, 
Jy vifionary Tribe, thy black and monfirous Race. 
Go, haunt the Slave that fiains his Hands in Gere! 
Poffefs the perjur'd Mind, and wrack the Ujurer more 
Than his Opprefjion did the Poor before, 
Tl. 
Vainly, you feeble Wretches! you prepare 
The glit?ring Forgery of War ; | 
| C 4. The 
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The poifon'd Dart, the Parthian Bow,, and Spear 
Like that the warlike Moor is went to wield, 
Which tois'd and guided from bis Ear. 
He whirls impetuous thro’ the Field - 
In vata you brace the Helm; and heave in vain the Shield, 
He's only fafe, whofe Armouy of Defence. 
Is adaimantine. Innocence, : 
Ii, 
If o'er the feepy Alps he go, 
(Vafl. Mountains of eternal Snow) 
Or. where fam'd Ganges and Hydafpes flow ;. 
If oer parch’d Africk’s defart Land, 
Where threatning fron; afar, 
- Qv affrighted Traveller 
‘Encounters moving Hills of Sand; 
No Sexfe of Danger can difiurd bis Ref ; 
He fears no human Force, nor Savage Beaft, 
Impenetrable Courage feels his manly Breaft, 
IY, 
Thus late within the Sabine Grove 
While free from Care, aud full of Love. 
I raife my tuneful Voice, and firay 
Regardlefs of my Seif and Way, 
A grizly. Wolf with glaring Eye : 
View'd me difarm d, Jet pafe d unborsful by; 
A ficrcer Monfter ne'er in queft of Food 
Apulian Forreffs did moloft 
Numidia never aw a more prodigious Beaft ; . 
Numidia, Mosher of ihe tawny Brood; 
Where the ower Lyon fhakes bis brinded Mane, 
nd roars aloud for Prey, and fours the fpacious Plain. 


V, Place, 


VERT 
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| pott 2 | 
Place me where no foft Breeze of Sammer Wind. . 
Did eer the ftiffen’d Soil unbind : 
‘Where no intruding Warmth eer durft invade, - 
But Winter holds his unmolefted Seat - 
In all his hoary Robes array d, - 
And rattling Storms of Hail, and noifie Tempefls beat. i... 
Place me beneath the fcorching Blaxe, . 
Of the fierce Sun’s immediate Rays ; 
Where Houe nor Cottage e’er were feem, — 
Nor rooted Plant or Tree, nor fpringing Green. - 
Yet (lovely Lalage!) my generous Flame - 
‘Shall ne'er expire, I'll boldly fing of thee; 
Charm’d with the Mufick of thy Name, ° 
And guarded by the Gods of Love and Poetry. 
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O:D.E^XXVIIE-. 
Imitated by Mr. PRIOR... 


Te Maris & Terre, numeroque carentis- Arenez 
Menforem, cohibent, Achyta, &c. - 


1 Printed in Mr, Priors Poems, Page 135-.— 
^t A Y, deareft Villiers, poor departed Friend, . ^ 

: Since fleeting Life thus fuddenly muft end; : 
Say, what did ail thy bufie Hopes avail, 
"That anxious thou from Pole to Pole did'ft Sail, - 
E'er on thy Chin the fpringing Beard began: 
To fpread a doubtful Down, and promife Man? ~ 

. 197 AE What. 


» 
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- What profited thy Thoughts, and Toils, and Cares, 

In Vigour more confirm'd, and riper Years? 

To wake e'er Morning dawn to loud Alarms; 

And march "till Clofe of Night in heavy Arms: 

To fcorn the Summer's Suis, and Winter’s Snows; 

And fearch thro’ every Clime thy Country’s Foes? 

That thou might'ft Fortune to thy Side ingage, 4 
That gentle Peace might quell Belloza's Rage; é 
And ma’s Bounty crown her Soldier's hoary Age? 

In vain we know that free-will’d Man has Pow’r 
To haften or protract th’appointed Hour. 

- Our Term of Life depends not on our Deed: 
Before our Birth osr Funeral was decreed. . 
Nor aw'd by Forefight, nor mifled by Chance, : 


- 


Imperious Death directs the Ebon Lance; _ 
Peoples great Henry’s Tombs, and leads up Holben’s Dance, 


Alike muft ev'ry State, and evry Age 

Suftain the univerfal Tyrant’s Rage; } 

For neither Witliam’s Pow’r, nor Mary's Charme 

Could or repel or pacifie his Arms, 

Young Churchill fell as Life began to bloom; 

_ And Bradford: trembling Age expects the Tomb; 
Wifdom and Eloquence in vain would plead — 

One Moment’s Refpite for the Learned Head. 

Judges of Writings and of Men have dy'd; 

Mecanas, Sackville, Socrates, and Hyde. 

And in their various Turns the Sons muft tread 
Thofe gloomy Journies, which their Sires have led, 
The antient Sage, which dic fo long maintain, 

That Bodies die, but’ Souls return again, 
With all the Births and Deaths he had in flore, 
Went out Pythagoras, and came no more 


And 
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And modern Af — 1, whofe capricious Thought 
Is yet with Stores of wilder Notions fraught, 

Too foon convinc'd, fhall yield that fleeting Breath, 
Which play’d fo idly with the Darts of Death. 

~ Some from the ftranded Veffel force their Way ; 


| Fearful of Fate, they meet it in the Sea: 


Some who efcape the Fury of the Wave, 
Sicken on Earth, and fink into a Grave. 
In Journies, or at home, in War or Peace; 
By Hardfhips many, many fall by Eafe. 
Each changing Seafon does its Poifon bring; — 
Rheums chill the Winter; Agues blaft the Spring: 
Wet, Dry, Cold, Hot, at the appointed Hour, 
All a& fubfervient to the Tyrant’s Pow'r; 
‘And when obedient Nature knows his Will, 
A Fly, a Grape-ftone, or a Hair can kill. 
For reftlefs Proferpine for ever treads 
In Paths unfeen o'er our devoted Heads; 
And on the fpacious Land and Liquid Main 2 
Spreads flow Difeafe, or darts affli&tive Pain; 
Variety of Deaths confirm her endlefs Reign. $ 
On curft Piava's Banks the Goddefs ftood, 
. Shew'd her dire Warrant to the rifing Flood; 
Then, whom I long muft love, and long muft mourn, 
With fatal Speed was urging his Return; 
In his dear Country to difperfe his Care, 
And arm himfelf by Reft for future War: 
To chide his anxious Friends officious Fears, 
And promife to their Joys his elder Years. 
Oh! Deftin’d Head! and oh! Severe Decree! 
^ Nor native Country thou, nor Friend fhalt fee; 
Nor War haft thou to Wage, nor Year to come: 
Impending Death is thine, and inftant Doom! 
ipa ^ Hark? 
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Hark! The imperious Goddefs is obey'd, 
W:nds murmur, Snows defcend, and Waters fpread! 
O^! Kinfman, Friend!—Oh! Vain are all the Cries 
Of humane Voice! Strong Deftiny replies; | 
Weep you on Earth, for be fhall fleep below ; 
Thence none return, and thither all muft ge. 
Who e'er thou art, whom Choice or Bufinefs leads . 
To this fad River or the neighbouring Meads; _ 
Tf thou may'ft happen on the deery Shoars 
1'o find the Obje& which this Verfe deplores ; 
Cleanfe the pale Corps with a religious Hand, 
From the polluting Weed and common Sand; _ 
Lay, the dead Heroe graceful in a Grave, - 
The. only Honour he can now receive; | : 
_ And fragrant Mould upon his Body throw, _ ^ 


And plant the Warriour Laurel o'er his Brow; __ : 
Light lye the Earth, and flourifh green the Bough. 

So may juft Heav'n fecure thy future Life 
From foreign Dangers, and domeftick Strife: 
And when th’ infernal Judge’s difmal Power, 
From the dark Urn fhall throw thy deftin'd Hour; | 
When yielding to the Sentence, breathlefs thon — 
And Pale fhalt lye, as what thou burieft now; — 
May fome kind Friend the piteous Object fee, 
And equal Rites perform to that which once was thee, .— 


Y 
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QUIE. XXEXS 
Tran[lated by Mr. W. DUNCOME.- 
To Iccrus a Philofopher. 


‘Horace upbraids big with his Intention to quit bis Book, aud. : 


the Study of Philofophy, for a Military Life, out of am. a- . 
varicious Temper. 


-CCIUS, whofe Breaft th’ Arabian Gold infpires, 

- From Lufts of happy Wealth, with Martial Fires; . 
Who boldly now defigns to take the Field, — ^ 
Againft Sabean Kings, unknowing.yetto yield ;. . 


. And proudly meditat'ft the fullen Mede;. 


Thy Slave in Chains triumphantly to lead. . 
What Captive Dam’fel fhall thy Will obey. 
For Husband flain, and own thy fov'reign Sway? ~ 


^ What fpruce and courtly Youth, with Plaited Hair, . 


Shall at thy Board the brimming Goblet, bear; . 
Skilful from his Hereditary Bow, 

With finewy Force the Parthian Shaft to throw? 
Who will deny, that Rivers may afcend, 

And Tyéer’s rapid Current backward bend? - 
When you, who promis'd better things, prepare. . 
A Captain's Equipage, and feek the War: 

And change Panatius Books, with Care procur’d, . 
And Xenophon and Plato, for the Sword, 


Q.D E 


So BORSEÉE Bode. 
ODE.: XXXI: 
By Mr. J. H. 
Never Printed before, 


Quid Dedicatum, Cs. 
WP the rich fparkling Fuice I facrifice, 


'Tis not a Bribe to tempt the Deities. 

I ask not Heaven the plenteous Crops of Cora 
In vich Sardinia’s fat Enclojures born; 
Not the large Flocks Calabria's Mountains feed, 
Nor numerous Herds tts teeming Vallies breed; 
Not th’ Ivory Teeth rear d under Afian Pines, 
Nor Gold nor Gems that fleep 1n Indian Mines ; 
Nor verdant Plains where filent Lyris flows, - 
And deals its fatning Meiflure as it goes. 
Where Fortune blindly bas beftow d ber Vines, 
Let fuch prepare and drink the racty Wines ; 
' Let the rich Merchant who can vule the Seas, 
And of the Gods buy profperous Voyages, 
Let bim exchange his precious Gums and Spice, 
And cofily Balms for Wine to feed his Vice, | 
Let bim in lufcious far-fetcbh d Dainties vowl, — > 
Pour endlefs Floods into his golden Bowl, | t 
And drink the Pleafare to bis inmoft Soul. 
Give me a wbolfom Sallad from the Fields, 

Such homely Fare as Nature frankly yields; 
Add to this frugal Life but Health and Senfe, 
I ask no greater Things of Providence. 
Only thon God of Numbers and the Lyre, ae 
Do thou my Mufick and my Ver[e infpire, = 
And when this {nowy Head is child with Age, 


Suill in my Breaft preferve thy Sacred Rage. - D É 


Ve 
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ODE XXXII. 
By tbe fame Hand. 
Never Printed before. — 

Albi, ne doleas, £c. 


n ? Li k^ Ed ? 
Ourn not, Tibullus, sf fome Younger Charms 
Have drawn your perjur d Mifire/s from your Arms; 


"Tis wot your Fate alone: The brigbteft Maid 


That Rome can boaft, is by ber Love betray’d, ^ 

And pines that Cyrus makes unkind Returns, 

Whilft for a Nymph lefs fair and kind he burns. 

But fooner fball fierce Wolves with Kids confpire, 2 
Than rigid Phloe grant his lewd Defive, 

Or melt before the Boys unlawful Fire. - M 
Thus do the hard unfeeling Powers above 

Match the rough Vulture to the fofter Dove, € 
"dnd make a cruel Sport of Mortals Love. - 


Even I, tho nobler Virgins. court my Bed, 
Am yet bewitch’d to Love a Chamber-Maid: 


Myrtale, rougher than the bosfterous Waves, 
Has Charms enough to make poor Poets Slaves, 


CO ED. 
CQ 
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DOOK I-O:DE.1L: 
Imitated by Mr. PRIO &. Ks 


Written in the Year 1692.- 


Printed by . Y. Tonfon ia Folio, 


à Inthelethargick Sleep, the fad Repofe, - 
3 By which thy clofe, thy conftant Enemy; : 
5 Has foftly lull'd thee to thy Woes? = 
ARCH Nz Orwake degenerate Ifle, or ceafe toown-y- 
What thy old Kings in Gallick.Camps have done; - 
The Spoils they brought thee back, the Crowns they won. 
William, fo Fate requires, again is arm'd; 
Thy Father to the Field is gone; . 
Again Maria weeps her abfent Lord; 
For thy Repofe content to rule alone: ; 
Are thy enervate Sons not yet alarm'd? 
When William fights, dare they look tamely on; - 
So flow to get their ancient Fame reftor’d, - 
As notto meltat Beauty’s Tears nor follow Valour'sSword? = 
C ML See. 
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IT. 
See the repenting Ifle awakes, 
Her vicious Chains the generous Goddefs breaks: 
The Fogs around her Temples are difpell’d ; 
Abroad fhe looks, and fees arm'd Belgia ftand: ! 
Prepar'd to meet their common Lord's Command; E 
Her Lions roaring by her Side, her Arrowsin her Hand: 


And blufhing to have been fo long with- held, 


Weeps off her Crime, and haftens to the Field. 
Henceforth her Youth fhall be inur’d.to beaz. 
Hazardous Toil and a&ive War: 
To march beneath the Dog-ftar’s raging Heat, 
Patient of Summer's Drought, and martial Sweat; 
And only grieve in Winter’s Camps to find - 
Its Days too fhort for Labours they defign’d: 
All Night beneath hard heavy Arms to watch, 
All Day to mount the Trench, to Storm the Breach; 
And all the rugged Paths to tread- 
Where William and his Virtue lead; 
Ii. 
(a) Silence is tlie Soul of War; 
Deliberate Counfel muft prepare 
The mighty Work which Valour muft compleat: 
Thus William refcu’d, thus preferves the State; 
Thus teaches us to think and dare: 
As whilft his Canon juft prepar'd to breath 
Avenging Anger and fwift Death, 
In the try’d Metal the clofe Dangers glow, 
And now too late the dying Foe : 
Perceives the Flame, yet cannot ward the Blow. 
So 


(4) Eff e& fideli tuta Sileutio — 
Merces, &e, gs 
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So whilft in William's Breaft ripe Counfels lye, 
Secret and fure as brooding Fate, 
No more of his Defign appears 
"Than what awakens Gallia’s Fears. 


And (tho’ Guilt’s Eye can fharply penetrate), 


Diftra&ted Lewis can defcry 
Only a long unmeafur'd Ruin nigh. 


IV E 
On Norman Coalts, and Banks of frighted Seine, 
Lo the impending Storms begin! 


Britannia fafely thro’ her Mafter’s Sea 

Plows up her viétorious Way. 

The French Salmoneus throws his Bolts in vain, 
Whilft the True Thunderer afferts the Main! 

‘Tis done, to Shelves and Rocks his Fleets retire, 
. Swift Victory in vengeful Flames, 


>, oe 
"E 


Burns down the Pride of their prefumptuous- Names: 


They run to Shipwrack, to avoid our Fire, 

And the torn Veffzls that regain their Coaft, 

Are but fad Marks to flew the reft are loft. 

All this the mild, the beauteous Queen has done, 

And William’s Softer Half fhakes Lewis’ Throne. 
Maria does the Sea command, 


Whilft Gallia flies her Husband’s Arm by Land = 


So, the Sun abfent, with full Sway the Moon 

Governs the Ifles, and rules the Waves alone; 

So Juno thunders, when her Jove is gone. 

To Britannia! Loofe thy Ocean's Chains, 

Nbilft Rufel ftrikes the Blow thy Queen ordains: 
Thus refcu'd, thus rever'd, for ever ftand, 
And blefs the Counfel, and reward the Hand, 

Io Britapnia! thy Maria reigns, | S 


a 


V. From 


B" 


"e - 


D 
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(a) From Mary's Conquefts, and the refcu'd Main, 


Let France look forth to Sambre’s armed Shore, 
And boaft her Joy for William’s Death no more, 
He lives, let France confefs the Viétor lives: 
| Her Triumphs for his Death were vain, 
And fpoke her Terror of his Life too plain. 
The mighty Years begin, the Day draws nigh, 
In which that one of Lewis many Wives, 


Who by the baleful Force of guilty Charms, 


Had long inthrall'd him in her wither'd Arras, 
Shall o’er the Plains from diftant Tow’rs on high, 
Caft around her mournful Eye, 
And with prophetick Sorrow cry : 
Wby does my vuin'd Lord retard bis Flight? 


Why does Defpair provoke his Age to fight ? 


445 well the Wolf may venture to engage , 
The angry Lyon's generous Rage: - 

The rav'nous Vultur, and the Bird of Night, 
As fafely sempt the looping Eagle’s Flight: 
44s Lewis to unequal Arms defy — 

Yon Hero, crown’d with blooming Victory. 
Tuff triumphing oer Rebel. Rage reftraivds 


And yet unbreath’d from Battels gain’d. 


See! All yon dufty Fields quite cover'd oer 


With boflile Troops, and Orange at their Head, / 


Orange. 


—— 


B 


(a) Illum ex Moentbus hofticis, 
Matrona. bella:tis "Ejranui 

Profpiciens, t adulta Virgo 

Sufpirit, Eheu! Ne rudis Agminum 
Sponfus laceffat Regius afperam, 

, Te&u Leonem, quem cruenta 
Per medias rapit Ira Cxdes. 
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Orange deftin’d to compleat 
The great Defigns of lab’ring Fate. 
Orange! The Name that Tyrants dread: 
He comes! Our ruin’d Empire is uo more: 
Down, like the Perfian, goes rhe Gallick Throne ;- 
Darius fies, young. Ammon urges on! 
VI 
Now from the dubious Battel’s mingled Heat, 
(4) Let Fear look back, and ftretch her hafty Wing, . 
Impatient to fecure a bafe Retreat: 
Let the pale Coward leave his wounded King, 
For the vile Privilege to breath, 
To live with Shame in dread of glorious Death, . 
In vain; for Fate has Swifter Wings than Fear, . E 
She follows hard, and fticks him in the Kear:- 
Dying and mad the T'yrant bites the Ground, 
His Back transfix'd with a difhoneft Wound; 
Whilft thro’ the fierceft Troops and thickeft Prefs; . 
Virtue carries on Suecefs; 
Whilft equal Heaven guards the diftinguith’d Brave; 
And Armies cannot hurt, whom Angelsfave,. — 
VII. 3 
(4) Virtue to Verfe immortal Luftre gives; 
Each by the other's mutual Friendfhip lives: : 
Eneas: 


un —————HÁÓMÁMÉÁMÁMÁBE E 
(2) Dulce «5» decorum eff pro Patria mori, 
Mors (» Fugacem profequitur Virunas. 
Nec parcit imbellis Fuventa, , 
Poplitious timidoque Tergo, 
(6) Virtus Repulle nefcia fordide... 4 
Intaminatis fulget Honoribus j 
Nec ponit aut fumit Secures — 
Arbitrio: Popularis Aura. — 
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ZEneas fuffer’d, and Achilles fought, 

The Hero's Acts enlarg'd the Poet's Thought ; 
Or Virgil's Majefty, and Homer's Rage, 

Had ne'er, like lafting Nature, vanquifh'd Age: 


- Whilft Lewis then his rifing Terror drowns 


With Drums Alarms, and Trumpets Sounds, 
Whilft hid in arm’d Retreats, and guarded Towns, 
From Danger as from Honeur free, 
He bribes clofe Murder againft open Wars 
In vain you Gallick Mufes ftrive 
With labour'd Verfe to keep his Fame alive; 
Your mouldring Monuments in vain you raife 
On the weak Bafis of the Tyrant’s Praife : 
Your Songs are fold, your Numbers are prophane, 
"Tis Incenfe to an Idol giv'n, 
Meat offer'd to Prometheus Man, 
That had no Soul from Heav'n. 
Againft his Will you chain your frighted King 
On Rapid Rhine’s divided Bed, ; 
And mock your Hero, whilft you fing 
The Wounds for which he never bled; 
Falfhood does Poifon on your Praife diffufe, 
And Lewis’ Fear gives Death to Boileau's Mufe, - 
VIII. 
On its own Worth true Majefty is rear'd, 
And Virtue is her own Reward, 
With folid Beams, and native Glory bright, - 
She neither Darknefs dreads, nor covets Light; 
True to her felf, and fix d to inborn Laws, 
Nor funk by Spite, nor lifted by Applaufe, 
She from her fettled Orb looks calmly down; 
On Life or Death, a Prifon or a Crown. 


AS 


When, 
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When, bound in double Chains poor Belgia lay, 
To foreign Arms, and inward Strife a Prey ; 
Whilft one good Man buoy’d up her finking State ; 
And Virtue labour'd againft Fate: 
When Fortune bafely with Ambition join'd, 
And all was Conquer’d but the Patriot's Mind: 

When Storms let loofe and ragiag Seas, 
Juft ready the torn Veffel to o’erwhelm, 
Forc’d not the faithful Pilot from his Helm ; 

Nor all the Syren Songs of future Peace, 
And dazling Profpeét of a promis'd Crown, 
Could lure his ftubborn Virtue down; 


But againft Charms, and Threats, and Hell he food, _ 


e i 


'To that which was feverely good; 
. Then had no Trophies juftify’d his Fame, - 
No Poet blefs’d his Song with Naffau’s Name, 
Virtue alone did all that Honour bring, 
And Heaven as plainly pointed out the King, 

As when he at the Altar ftood, 
In all his Types and Robes of Power; | 

Whilft at his Feet religious Britain bow'd, 
And own'd him next to what we there adore. 

IX, 

Say, joyful Maeze, and Boyne's vi&torious Flood 
(For each had mix'd his Waves with Royal Blood 
When William’s Armies paft, did he retire, D 
Or view from' far the Battel's diftant Fire? 
Could he believe his Perfon was too dear? 
Or ufe his Greatnefs to conceal his Fear? 
Cou'd Pray’rs or Sighs the dauntlefs Hero move? — 


Arm'd with Heav’n’s Jaftice, and his People’s Love, | 


Thro’ the firft Waves he wing'd his vents’ous Way, 


bu. ; 
^* 


- And 


I NEMO See 
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And on the adverfe Shore arofe 
(Ten thoufand flying Deaths in vain oppofc) 
Like the Great Ruler of the Day 


hr 


With Strength and Swiftnefs mounting from the Seas, 


Like him all Day he toil'd; but long in Night 
The God had eas'd his weary'd Light, 

Ere Vengeance left the ftubborn Foes, 

Or William’s Labours found Repofe. 
When his Troops falter’d, ftept not he between; 
Reftor'd the dubious F ight again ; 

Mark'd out the Coward that dur& fly, 

And led the fainting Brave to Victory? 
Still, as the fled him, did he not o'ertake 


Her doubtful Courfe, and brought her bleeding back ? 


By his keen Sword did not the Boldeft fal]? 

Was he not King, Commander, Soldier, Al] — ? 
His Danger fuch, as with becoming Dread, 

His Subjeéts yet unborn fhall weep to read; 

And were not they the Only Days that eer 

The pious Prince refus’d to hear 


. His Friend's Advices, or his Subjeét’s Pray’: ? 
X 


( Where-e'er Old Rhine his fruitful Water turns, . 


Or fills his Vaffal’s Tributary Urns ; 

To Belgia’s fav'd Dominions and the Sea, 

Whofe righted Waves rejoice in William’s Sway, 
Is there a Town, where Children are not taught, 
Here Holland projper d. for here Orange fought, 
Thro’ rapid Waters, and thro’ flying Fire, 


Here ruflrd the Prince, here made whole France retire,’ 
By different Nations be this Valour bleft, 


In different Languages confefs'd, | 
And then let Shannon {peak the reft; 


| 


$ 


Let 
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Let Shannon fpeak, how on her wond’ring Shore, 
When Conqueft on his hov'ring Arms did wait, 
And only ask'd fome Lives to bribe her o’er. 
The Godlike Man, the more than Conqueror, 
With high Contempt fent back the fpecious Bait, 
And fcorning Glory at a Price too great, 
With fo much Power fuch Piety did j join, 
As made a perfect Virtue foar 
A Pitch unknown to Man before, 
And lifted Shaznon’s Waves o'er thofe of Boyne. 
- XI. 
Nor do his Subje&ts only fhare ~ 
The profprous Fruits of his indulgent Reign, 
His Enemies approve the pious War, 
Which with their Weapons takes away their Chain; 
More than his Sword his Goodnefs ftrikes his Foes, 
They blefs his Arms, and figh they muft oppofe : 
Juftice and Freedom on his Conquefts wait, — 
And "tis for Man's Delight that he is great: 
Succeeding Times fhall with long Joy contend, 
If he were more a Victor, ora Friend: 
So much his Courage and his Mercy ftrive; 
He wounds to cure, and conquers to forgive, : 
XII. | 
Ye Heroes that have fought your Country's Caufe, 
Redrefs'd her Injuries, or form'd her Laws, 
To my advent’rous Song juft witnefs bear, 
Affift the pious Mufe, and hear her fwear, 
That 'tis no Poet's Thought, no Flight of Youth; 
But folid Story, and fevereft Truth, 
That William treafures up a Greater Name, 
Than any Country, any Age ean boaft.. | 
j | : | (a) And 
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(4) And all that ancient Stock of Fame 

He did from his Fore- fathers take, 
He has improv'd, and gives with Intereft back ; 
And in his Conftellation does unite 
Their fcatter'd Rays of fainter Light: 
Above or Envy's Lath, or Fortune's Wheel; 
That fettled Glory fhall for ever dwell; 
Above the rolling Orbs and common Sky, 
Where nothing comes that e’er fnall dye. 

XIIT. 
Where roves the Mufe? Where, thoughtlefs to return, 
Is her fhort-liv’d Veffel born? 
By potent Winds too fubje& to be toft? 
And in the Sea of Williams Pra(es loft! 
Nor let her tempt that Deep, nor make the Shore, 
Where our abandon'd Youth the fees, 
.— Shipwrack'd in Luxury and loft in Eafe; 


~ Whom not Britannia’s Danger can alarm, 

. Nor William's exemplary Virtue warm: 

— Tell em howe'er the King can yet forgive 

(Their guilty Sloth; their Homage yet receive, t 
Aud let their wounded Honour live : 


. But fure and fudden be their juft Remorfe, 


| 
| 


| Swift be their Virtue’s Rife, and ftrong its Courfe, 
(6) For tho’ for certain Years and deftin'd Times, 


Merit has lain confus'd with Crimes; 


(a) Virtus recludens immeritis mori, 
Calum, negat tentat Iter Via, 
Coetufque vulgares et» Udam, 
Spernit Humum fugiente Penn, 
(b) - S4pe Diefpiter 

. Negletius inceffo addidit Integrum 
Raro antecedentem [celefium 
Defervit Pede Pana Claudo, 


D Tho: 


o 


; c 
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Tho’ Fove feem’d negligent of human Cares, 
Nor fcourg’d our Follies, nor return'd our Pray'rs, 
His Juftice now demands the equal Scales, 
Sedition is fupprefs'd, and Truth prevails. 
Fate its great Ends by flow Degrees attains, 
And Europe is redeem’d, and William Reigns. 


ODE III 


JEquam memento, és’. 


In the Third Mifcellany, Page 181.’ 


I. 
E calm, my Delius, and ferene, 
However Fortune change the Scene! 
In thy moft Dejected State, 
Sink not underneath the Weight; 
Nor yet, when Happy Days begin, 
And the full Tide comes rowling in, 
Let a fierce unruly Joy 
The fettled Quiet of thy Mind deftroy: 
However Fortune change the Scene, 
Be calm, my Delius, and ferene: , 
KIA 
Be thy Lot good, or be it ill, 
Life ebbs out at the fame rate ftill: 
“Whether with bufie Cares oppreft, 
You wear the füllen Time away; - 
‘Or whether to fweet Eafe and Ret 
You fometimes give a Day; 


Carel fly 


TM 
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Carelefly laid, | | 
Underneath a friendly Shade ¢ 


‘By Pines and Poplars mixt Embraces made; 


Near a River’s fliding Stream 
. Fetter'd in Sleep, blefs'd with a Golden Dream, 
. H Ii. 
Here, here, in this much envied State, 


Let every Bleffing on thee wait; 


Bid the Syrian Nard be brought, 
Bid the hidden Wine be fought, 
And let the Rofe’s fhort-livd Flower, 
The fmiling Daughter of an Hour, 
Flourifh on thy Brow: 
Enjoy the very, very now! 
While the good Hand of Life is ia, 
- While yet the fatal Sifters fpin. 
TONY S 
A little hence, my Friend, and thou. 
Muft into other Hands refign: 
Thy Gardens and thy Parks, and all that now 
Bears the pleafing Name of thine: 
Thy Meadows, by whofe planted Tides 


Silver Ty&er gently glides! 


Thy pleafant Houfes; all muft go, 

The Gold that's hoarded in 'em too; 

A jolly Heir fhall fet it free, — 

And give th’imprifon’d Monarch Liberty, 
V 


Nor matters it, what Figure here 

Thou doft among thy Fellow-mortals bear; 

How thou wert born, or how begot, 

impartial Death matters it not: — ; 


(Du — With 
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With what Titles thou doft fhine, sab 
Or who was firft of all thy Line: 
Life's vain Amufements! amidft which we dwell, 
Not weigh’d, nor underftood, by the grim God of Hell. 
VI. í | 


In the fame Road (alas!) All travel on! 

By all alike, the fame fad Journey muft be gone? | 
Our blended Lots together lye, | 

Mingled in one common Urn, 
Sooner or later out they fly: 

The fatal Boat then wafts us to the Shore, 

Whence we never fhall.return 

Never——Never more! 


ODE IV: 


Imitated. 
The Lord G—— to the E. of 5——. | 
Ne fit Ancilla, tibi Amor Puderi; Gre. 


D? not, moft fragrant Earl, difclaim 
Thy brighs, thy reputable Flame, 
To B—-le the Brown; 

But publickly efpoufe the Dame, — 
And fay Gam à the Town. 

Il. 
Full many Heroes fierce and keen, — — 
With Drabs have deeply {mitten been, 


OAM. 


- The fober Earl of N 
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Although right good Commanders, 
Some who with you have Hounflow feen,. 
And fome who’ ve been in Flanders, 

TH. 
Did not bafe Greder’s Pegg inflame: 
7», 


Of fober Sire defcended, 


"That carelefs of his Soul and Fame: 


To Play-Houfes he Nightly came,. 
' And left Church undefended?- 
I. 
The Monarch who of France is Weight, 
Who rules the Roaft with matchlefs Might. 
Since William went to Heaven; 
Loves Maintenon, his Lady bright, 
. Who was but Scarron’s Leaving, 
V, 


|. "Pho! thy Dear's Father kept an Inn,. 


At grizly Head of Saracen, 
For Carriers at Northampton; 


. Xet fhe might come of gentler Kin: 


Than e'er that Father dreamt on. 
E ss 
Of Proffers large, her Choice had fhe,- 
Of Jewels, Plate, and Land in Fee, 
Which fhe with Scorn rejected; 
And can a Nymph fo virtuous, be- 
Of Bafe-born Blood fufpe&ed?' 
MIS 
Her dimple Check and roguifh Eye, 


‘Her flender Wafte, and taper Thigh, 


Ner always thought provoking; 


Dx : But, 


FII HIM TIERS ER ERRAT 
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Bur, Faith, tho’ I talk waggithly, 
I mean no more than joking, -— 
VIII. 
Then be not jealous, Friend, for why ? 
My Lady Marchionefs is nigh, 
To fee 1 ne'er fhall hurt ye; 


Befides, you know full well, thát I 
Am turn’d of Five and Forty. 


O.D'E IV, 


Exglifoed by Mr. DUKE. 


Printed in the Firft Part of Mifcellamy Poem:, Page 168. 


Lufh not, my Friend, to own the Love 
Which thy fair Captive’s Eyes do move; 

Achilles once the fierce, the brave, 

Stoopt to the Beauties of a Slave; 
 Tecmeffa’s Charms could over-power 

«fjax her Lord and Conqueror; 

Great Agamemuon, when Succefs 

Did all his Arms with Conqueft blefs; - 
When Heéfor’s Fall had gain'd him more 
‘Than Ten long rolling Years before; 

By a bright captive Virgin’s Eyes 

E'en in the midft of Triumph dies; 

You know not to what mighty Line 

The lovely Maid may make you joyn; 

See but the Charms her Sorrow wears, 

No Common Caufe could draw fuch Tears; 


Thofe. | 


Book Il. HORACE. Sy 
^ Thofe Streams fure that adorn her fo - | | 
.. For lofs of Royal Kindred flow: 

Oh! Think not fo divine a Thing . 

Could from the Bed of Commons fpring ; 

W hofe Faith could fo unmov'd remain, 

And fo averfe to fordid Gain, 

Was never born of any Race 

- That might the nobleft Love difgrace. 

Her blooming Face, her fnowy Arms, 

Her well-fhap'd Leg, and all her Charms; 

Of her Bocy, and her Face, 

I, poor I, may fafely praife. 3 

Sufpe& not Love the youthful Rage 

From Horace’s declining Age, 

But think remov'd by forty Years,-. 

All his Flames and all thy Fears. . 


To his Friend Captain CH AMBERLINE; 


dn Love with a Lady be bad taken inan. Algerine Prize at Sea. 
In Allufion to the Fourth O D E. 
By Mr. YALDEN. 
Inthe Third Mifcellany, Page 238. 


I. 
"E 1$ no Difgrace ( brave Youth) to own 
By a fair Slave you are undone: 
- Why dof thou blufh to hear that Name, 

‘And ftifle thus a generous Flame? 
Did not the Fair Brifeis heretofore 

With powerful Charms fubdue? 

-D4 What 
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"What, tho’ a Captive, ftill the bore 
Thofe Eyes that Freedom eou’d reftore, 
And make her haughty Lord, the proud chiles, bow; 
IT. 


Stern jax, tho’ renown'd in Arms, 

Did yield to bright Tecrneffa's Charms: 

And all the Laurels he had won, 

As Trophies at her Feet were thrown. ; 

When beautiful in Tears he view’d the mourning Fair, ; 
The Hero felt her Power: 

Tho’ great in Camps, and fierce in War, 

Her fofter Looks he cou'd not bear, 
Proud to become her Slave, tho? late her Conqueror, 

III. 

When Beauty in Diftrefs appears, 

An irre(ifllefs Charm it bears: — 

In every Brea? does pity move, 

Pity, the Tender’ft Part of Love, | 

Amidft the Triumphs great sdtrides fhew'd 
Unto a weeping Maid: 

Tho? Troy was by his 24r; fubdu'd, 

And Greece the bloody Trophies view'd, - AS 
Yet at a Captive’s Feet the imploring Victor laid, 

EC Y 


Think not, thy charming Maid can be 

Of a Baie Stock, a Mean Degree; 

Fier Shape, her Air, her every Grace, | 

A more than valear Birth confes, 

Wes, yes, my Friend, with Royal Blood fhe's gréat ; 
Sprung from fome Monarch’s Bed; 

Now mourns her Family's hard Fate, à 

Her mighty Fall and abje@ State, ^ 
And her illuftrious Race conceals with noble fes - | 

| = V. Ab! 
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Ah! think not an ignoble Houfe 

Cou'd fuch a Heroine produce; 

Nor think fuch generous fprightly Blood, 

Cou'd fiow from the Corrupted Crowd; 

But view her Courage, her undaunted Mind 

. And Soul with Virtues crown'd:- 

Where dazling Int’reft cannot blind, 

Ner Youth, nor Gold Admittance find, 

But ftill her Honour’s fix'd, and Virtue keeps its Ground, 

VI. 

View well her great Majeftick ir, 

And modeft Looks divinely fair: 

Too bright for Fancy to improve, . 

And worthy of thy nobleft Love. 

But yet fufpect not thy officious Friend ; 

All jealous Thoughts remove: 
Tho’ I with youthful Heat commend, . 
_ For thee I all my Wifhes fend, 
_ And if the makes thee bleft, "tis all I ask of Love.- 


O. D E. A. : 
Imitated by Mr. B. H. . 


Never before Printed. - 
I. 
W HY fo impatient, tellme why, 
: To pluck the Rofe before ’tis blown? 
| Why fo intent within ber rms to lye? 
: As yet the Seeds of Love are fearcely foum. 
“Nature han’t taught -her-yet. the Art 
T tactange the Blifs, and J^ an equal Part, 
D y: Noy © 


Nor are ber Shoulders fit to bear 

The Weight of Love, when it once faftens there; 
She'd rather wanton in a Stream, f 

Or in the flow'ry Meadows play, 

“As yet not confcious of a Flame, 

But that which fcorches ber, the Day. 

II. | 

Awhile your Importunities delay, 

Time will difclofe the hidden Treafure, 

Then with a juft Confest you may 

Take the Poffelfion of the Pleafure, 

Already fhe reveals her Flame, 

The God of Love is big within ber: 

Her Words, her Eyes, her every thing proclaims 

| How fain fhe'd be a Sinner. 
See with what fervent Heat fhe preffes, 
As if [bed challenge your Addreffes. 

See how the Blufhes fly from ev'ry Part 

And foftly tell the Didlates of ber Heart, — 
Nor is it all fo firauge and new, 

Nature fupplies the Strength fhe takes from you. 

HI. 


The fprightly Nymph no-longer can conceal, 

Her Morning Beant fhe’s refolu’d to frend 
With fome deferving Friend, | 

E'er Death oer all ber Glories draws the Veil: 

To tell tbe Truth, he’s exquifitely fine, — 

In her the featter'd Rays of Beauty join, 

Nature sn ber bas ber whole felf autdone, 

And robs the Sex $0 Crowd them into one: 
Chloris and Phillis femething fair; 

Are but as Foils, should they with ber compare, 


M 
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oe” Sea. 
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The Moon ber felf when at tbe Full, — 
I: in vefpect but gloomy, dark and dull,'. 

Nay pretty Ned’s moft amorous Grace, 
Can't veacb the bright Perfection of ber Face, 

Tho to.4 Miracle fo neat, 

You'd [wear he were a Cheat. 


ODE VIII. 
Englfoed by Mr. D UK E. 


In the Firft Mifcellany, Page 110. 


F ever any injur'd Power, 

By which the falfe Barine {wore, 
Falfe, fair Barize, on thy Head | 
Had the leaft Mark of Vengeance fhed; » 
If but a Tooth or Nail of thee 


Had fuffer’d by thy Perjury, P. 


1 fhould believe thy Vows; but thou 
Since perjur'd doft more charming grows 
Of all our Youth the publick Care, 
Nor half fo falfe as thou art fair. 

It thrives with thee to be forfworn 

By thy dead Mother's facred Urn, 

By Heaven, and all the Stars that fhine 
Without, and every God within. — . 
Vents hears this, and all the while. 

At thy empty Vows does fmile; 

Her Nymphs all fmile, her little Son 
Docs fmile, and to his Quiver run: 

i Does 
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Does {mile, and fall to whet his Darts, 
To wound for thee frefh Lovers Hearts. 
See all the Youth does thee obey, 

Thy Train of Slaves grows every day; 
Nor leave thy former Subjects thee, 
Tho’ oft they threaten to be free; 

Tho’ oft with Vows falfe as thine are, 
Their for{fworn Miftrefs they forfwear. 
‘Thee every careful Mother fears 

For her Son’s blooming Tender Years; 
Thee frugal Sires, thee the. young Bride, 
In Hymen’s Fetters newly ty'd, 

Left thou detain, by ftronger Charms, 
Th’ expected Husband from her Arms. 


By. Mr. 1. B 
Never Printed before. 
Reétius vives, Licizi, &c. 


I. 
i ee me, dear Friend, the fafefl way, 
To fieer in Life’s inconfant Sea, 
We not too far to trufl the treach’rous Tide, — . 
Whilft the [mobtb Waters gently glide; - 
Nor wbilft the angry Billows roar, 
To touch too nigh upon the dang'rous Shore. 
II. 
He, who within the golden Mean 
Confines bis fwellmg Paffions im; 
As 


Lo ^.) 
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As his great Soul difdains the homely Cell 
Where humble Poverty doth dwell; 
So is his Modefty as great, 
To baulk the Envy of a Princely State. 
lil. 
The haughty Pine which proudly fhrouds 
Its leafy Brow among the Clouds, 
Stands ftill expos'd to each rude Blaft of Wind : " 
Nor can the lofty Tow'rs find, 
When the loud Thunder-florms arife, 
Any Protection in their Neighbour Skies. b 
IV. 
He who's a.Slave to neither State, 
Nor fhrinks when Poor, nor fwells when Greag, 
For Jove, the fame, who. does the Winter bring, 
Will clofe the fraxen Scene again ;. 
When the fair Spring fhall foon appear, 
Jn all ber. Charms to grace the new-born Year: 
V, : 
Tho’ now the Clouds feem big with Ras,. 
Yet fear not, ’twill clear up again. 
His Bow Apollo do’s not always bend, 
Nor en wild Beafts his Fary (pend; 
But fometimes does bis Mufe infpire: 
With the foft Accents of his milder Lyre.. 
VI.. 
Beware, when Fortune proves unkind;. 
Lo keep a fleddy well-pois'd Mind; 
That, whatfoever Storms appear , 
All may be-calm and quiet there :. 
a But when with too indulgent Gales 
She fills, then gather in your {welling Sails, 


-— 


ODE 
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Me ODE X. 
By M. NORRIS. m 
Redlius viver, Licini, &c. 


I. | 
? y & S much the better way, believe me ’tis, 
Not far to venture on the great by/s, 
Nor yet (from Storms thy Veffel to fecure) 
To touch too nigh upon the dangerous Shore: 
I. 
The Golden Mean, as fhe's too nice to iur 
Among the Ruins of a filthy Cell, 
So is her Modefty withal as great, 
. To baulk the Envy of a Princely Seat. 
II. 
Th’ ambitious Winds with greater Spite combine 
To fhock the Grandeur of the ftately Pine. 

The Height of Struéture makes the Ruin large, 
And Clouds againft high Hills their hotteft Bolts difcharge. 
a IV. | 

An Even Well-pois’d Mind, an Evil State 

With Hope, a Good with Fear does moderate, 

The Summer's Pride by Winter is brought down; 

And Flowers again the Conquering Seafon crown. | 
Take heart, nor of the Laws of Fate complain, 

Tho’ now ’tis cloudy, *twill clear up again. 

The Bow Apollo does not always ufe, 

But with his milder Lyre fometimes awakes the Mule. 


51. Be 
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VI. a 
Be Life and Spirit, when Fertune proves unkind, . 
And fummon up the Vigor of thy Mind. 
But when thou'rt driven by too officious Gales, 
Be wile, and ae in the {welling Sails. 4 


ODE X. 
In the Second Mijcellany, Page 130: 


E muft all live, and we would all live well, 
But how to do it very few can tell ; 
He fure doth beft who a true Mean can keep, 
Nor boldly fails too far into the Deep, 
Nor yet too fearfully creeps near the Land, 
And runs the Danger of the Rocks and Sand. 
Who to that happy Medium can attain, 
Who neither feeks for, nor defpifes Gain; " 


. Who neither (inks too iow, nor aims too high; 


He fhuns th'unwbolfom Ills of Poverty ; \ 


And is fecure from Envy, which attends 


A fumptuous Table, and a Crowd of Friends. 
Their treacherous Height doth the tall Pines expofe 
To the rude Blafts of every Wind that blows, 

And lofty Towers unfortunately high, 

Are near their Ruin as they’re near the Sky; 

And when they fall, what was their Pride before, 
Serves only then t'encreafe their Fall the more. 
Who wifely governs and directs his Mind, 

Never defpairs, though Fortune be unkind; 

He hopes, and though he finds he hop'd in vain; 


He bears it patiently and bopes again, 


And 
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And if at laft a kinder Fate confpires 
To heap upon him more than he defires;. 
He then füfpects the Kindnefs he enjoys, 
Takes it with Thanks, but with fuch Care employs; 
As if that Fate, weary of giving more; 
Would once refume what it beftow'd before, 
He finds Man's Life, by an Eternal Skill, 
Is temper'd equally with Good and Ill. 
Fate fhapes our Lives, as it divides the Years, ' 
Hopes are our Summier, and our Winter’s Fears;j 
And 'tis by an unerring Rule decreed, 
That this fhall that altersately facceed. 
Therefore when Fate's unkind, dear Friend, be wife,. 
And bear its Ills without the leaft Surprize. 
The more you are opprefs'd, bear up the more, 
Weather the Tempeft till its Rage be o’er, 

. But if too profperous and too ftrong a Gale; 
Should rather ruffle than juft fill your Sail, 
Leffen it, and let it take but fo much Wind, 
As is proportion’d to the Courfe defign'd, .. 
** For ‘tis the greateft Part of Human Skill, 
To ufe good Fortune, and.to bear our Ill. 


— The Arts of living fafe and free: 
Truft not too far the faithlefs Sea, 
Nor treacherous Winds explore; 
Nor yet folicitous to avoid : 


- Tciius, would you learn frem-me. é 


The impetuous Ocean's threat’ning Pride, 
Your Bark too much as clofely guide | y 
Along the rocky Shore, | 1l. Him 
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II. 
Him who-the Golden Mean does praife, 
A fordid Cottage does not pleafe, 
Nor asks he marble Palaces, 
— Th'invidious Scenes of State, 
Light'oing on Hills, and raging Winds, 
Fall fierceft on the lofty Pines ; 
And when a mighty Tow’r declines, 
More dreadful is its Fate. 
I!I. 
The true Philofophers, who dare, 
Thro’ both Prefümption and Defpair, 
In Cloudy Fortune hope; in Fair 
Expect a changing Sky; i 
The fame Almighty Sov'ieign Powers, 
That Storm to Day in frightful Showers, 
To- Morrow are more kindly ours, 
And lay their Thunder by, 
| Iv. 
Fair Weather Time and Patience brings, 
Sometimes the great Apollo fings, 
And ftrikes his golden founding Strings, 
Nor always plies his Bow. 
Be brave, when boifterous Fate prevails; 
And in her kindeft Profperous Gales, 
By furling your too-bloated Sails, 
The prudent Pilot fhew. 


*6  RORZOK thew 


ODE XII. : 
By Mr. Granvi L. 
Nolis longa fera Bella Numantiz, ¢e; 
In tbe Fourth Mifcellany, Page 203. 


I. 

Ire me no more to write of Martial Things; 
Of fighting Heroes, and of conquering Kings: 

Our brave Fore- fathers Glory to advance, |. 

Shew Subdu'd Ireland, and fing Vanquifh'd France: 

Tell how Spain’s Blood the Britifh Ocean {well’d, | 

With Shame invading, and with more repell'd. 

No, thefe high Themes of the Heroick Strain, 

Suit ill with my low feeble Vein: 

To Equal Numbers Id in vain afpire, 

How fhou'd I make a Trumpet of a.Lyre?: 

Much lefs dare I, in an unhallow’d Strain, 

Great Naffan’s Wars and Vi&tories profane, 

You better may in lafting Profe rehearfe 

Things which defy my humble Verfe, 

"Tis a fond thing to think to reconcile 

Such glorious Actions with fo mean a Style: 


Her native Charms, and winning Ways; 

The Mufe ordain'd to fing in gentle Lays, 

Me the fweet Song with Syrens Art defies,. 

Me the ferenely fhining Eyes, 

And, above all, the gen'rous grateful Heart, 
True to the mutual Love, and faithful to its Part. 


Me fair Lycinia’s fofter Praife, | : 


Ly- 
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Lycinia, whofe becoming Dance, 

With airy Motion does Love's Fire advance; ' 

Whofe wanton Wit, wild as her Eyes, 

The tickled Mind does pleafantly furprize; 
Whofe various Arts all our loofe Powers alarm, 
A Grace each Action, and each Word a Charm. 

| Tift, : 
Ah! When her willing Head fhe gently bends, 
And fragrant Kiffes languifhingly lends; 
When with fond artful Coynefs the denies, 
More glad to lofe, than we to win the Prize; 
Or when the Wanton, in a toying Vein, 
Snatches the Kifs from the preventing Swain; 
Wou'd you then give one Bracelet of her Hair 
For the poor Crowns that Monarchs wear ? 
Wou'd you exchange for all thofe favourite Ifles 
_ The Sun laughs on, one of her pleafing Smiles? 
__ Wou'd you for both the Indies Wealth decline 
— "The hidden Treafures of her richer Mine? 
Not I, for fuch vain Toys Fd ne'er remove, 
. My Wealth, my Pomp, my Heaven fhou’d all be Love; 


ODE XIE. 


To Mecenas. 


: 
| Ire Hannibal, the Roman Dread, 
(7 — Numantian Wars that rag'd fo long; 
And Seas with Punick Slaughter red, 
Fit not the fofter Lyrick Song. 
. M. Nor 
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: II. 

Nor Savage Centaurs, mad with Wine, 
Nor Earth's enormous rebel Brood, 
That fhook with Fear the Pow’rs divine, 

Till by 24lcdes Arms fubdu'd. 
Il, 
Better, Mecanas, thou in Profe, 
Shalt Cefar's Glorious Battels tell, 
With what bold Heat the Victor glows, 


What captive Kings his Triumphs fell, 


Iv. 
Thy Miftrefs all my Mufe imploys.. 
Licinia’s Voice, her {prightly Turns; 
The Fire that fparkles in her Eyes, 
And in her faithful Bofom burns. 
When fhe adorns Diana’s Day, 
And all the beauteous Choirs advanee,. 
With fweeteft Airs, divinely gay, 
She fhines diftinguifh'd in the Dance; 
VI. 
Not all 4fraója's Spicy Fields 
Can with Licinia’s Breath compare, 
Nor India’s felf a Treafure yields, 
To purchafe one bright flowing Hair. 
VII. 
When the with bending Neck complies, 
To meet the Lover's eager Kifs, 
With gentle Cruelty denies, 
Or fnatches firft the fragrant. Blifs.. 


s 


ODE 


l: 
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ODE XIV. 


Imitated by Mr. CONGREVE, 


Ebeu Fugaces, Poffhume, Pofibume, 
Labuntur Anni, ¢c. 


In the Third Mifcellany, Page 139. 


I. 
A H! No, ’tis all in vain, believe me ’tis: 
This Pious Artifice! 
Not all thefe Pray’rs and Alms can buy 
On Moment tow’rd Eternity, 
Eternity! That boundlefs Race, : 
Which Time himfelf can never run: 
(Swift, as he flies, with an Unweary’d Pace) 
Which, when ten Thoufand T'houfand Years ate done, 
Is ftill the fame, and ftill to be begun! 
Fix'd are thofe Limits which preferibe- 
A fhort Extent to the moft lafting Breath, 
And though thou couldft for Sacrifice lay down 
Millions of other Lives to fave thine own; 
"Twere fruitlefs all; not all would bribe 
One fupernumerary Gafp from Death: 
Il, 
In vain’s thy inexhaufted Store 
Of Wealth, in vain thy Power, ies 
Fhy Honours, Titles, all muft fail, i 
Where Piety it felf. does nought avail. 
The Rich, the Great, the Innocent and Juft;! 
|  Muft all be huddi’d to the Grave, | 
With the moft vile and ignominious Slave, 
And undiftinguifb'd lie in Duft, 
In 
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In vain the Fearful flies Alarms, 
In vain he is fecure from Wounds of Kems; : 
In vain avoids the faithlefs Seas, 
And is confin'd to Home and Eafe, 
Bounding his Knowledge to extend his Days; 
In vain are all thofe Arts we try, 
All our Evafions, and Regret to die : 
/Frem the Contagion of Mortality, ; 
‘No Clime is pure, no Air is free: 
And no Retreat 
Is fo obfcure, as to be hid from Fate. 
Ht. 
Thou muft, alas! Thou muft, my Friend, 
(The very Hour that thou doft {pend — . 

In ftudying to avoid, brings on thine End) 
Thou muft forego the deareft Joys of Life, 
Leave the warm Bofom of thy tender Wife, 
And all the much lov'd Off-fpring of her Womb, 
To moulder in the cold Embraces of a Tomb, 

All muft be left, and all be loft; | 

Thy Houfe, whofe ftately Stru&ure fe much e 
Shall not afford ; 
Room for the ftinking Careafs of its Lord: 
Of all thy pleafant Gardens, Grots and Bowers, 


"Thy coftly Fruit, thy far-fetch'd Plants and Flowers, 


-Nought fhalt thou fave, 
Unleis a Sprig of Rofemary thou bave, 
To wither with thee in the Grave, 
The reft fhall live and flourifh, to upbraid 
Their Tranfitory Mafter dead. 
IV, 

Then fhall thy long expecting Heir 

A joyful Mourning wear, | 


= 


1 


And 


BoosIL HORACE. 


‘Which thou haft taken fo much 


And riot in the Wafte of that Eftate 


Z 


All thy hid Stores he fhall unfold, 

And fet at large thy Captiv'd Gold, 

That precious Wine condemn’d by thee 

To Vaults and Prifons, fhall again be free, 

Buried alive tho’ now it lies, 

Apain't hall rife, . 

Again its fparkling Surface (how, 

And free as Element, profufely flow, 

With fuch choice Food he fhall fet forth his Feafts, 

That Cardinals fhall with to be his Guefts; 
And pamper'd Prelates fee 
Themfelves out-done in Luxury. 


1 Pains to get; 


In the Second Part of Mifcellany Poems, Page 96, 


; I. 
AF! Friend, the pofting Years how faft they fy !; 
^" Nor can the ftri&eft Piety . 
Defer encroaching Age, — 
Or Death's refittlefs Rage; 
If you each Day 
A Hecatomb of Bulls fhou'd flay, 
The fmoaking Hoft cou'd not fubdue 
The Tyrant to be kind to you. 
From Geryon’s Head he fnatch'd the tripple Crown; 
Into th'Infernal Lake the Monarch tumb/'d down, 


The Prince and Peafant of this World muft be 
Thus wafted to Eternity. 


AT, In 
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11. | 
In vain from bloody Wars are Mortals free, 
Or the rough Storms of the tempeftuous Sea. 
In vain they take fuch care 
To fhield their Bodies from Autumnal nus i 
Difmal Cocytus they muft ferry o'er, 
Whofe languid Stream moves dully by the Shore; 
And in their Paíffage we fhall fee 
Of Tortur'd Ghofts the various Mifery. 
IH. 
Thy flately Houfe, thy pleafing Wife, 
And Children (Blefüngs dear as Life) 
Muft all be left; nor fhalt thou have. 
Of all thy grafted Plants one Tree, . : 
. Unlefs the difmal Cypre/s follow thee, 
The fhort-liv'd Lord of all, to thy cold Grave. 
But the imprifon'd Burgundy 
Thy jolly Heir fhall ftrait fet free. 
Releas'd from Lock, and Key, the {parkling Wine 
Shall flow, and make the drunken Pavement fhine. 


OD E:.XY. 
Imitated by Mr. C HE Z7 0 0 D. 


Jam pauca Aratro Jugera, &c. 
Printed in the firft Part of Mifcellany Poems, Page 179. 


I. 
T HEN this unwieldly factious Town 
To fuch prodigious Bulk is grown, | 


ENT - s 


E B 
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- It on whole Countries ftands, and now 
Land will be wanting for the Plow. 
Thofe Remnants too the Boors forfake, 
Frith muft the Nations undertake. 
_ As in a Plague the Fields thall de/art lye, 
 Whilft all Men to the mighty Peff-bou fe Aly. 
It. 


If any Tree is to be feen, 
"Tis Myrtle, Bays, and Ever-green; 
Lime-trees, and Plane, for Pleafure made, 
Which for their Fruit bear only Shade. 
- Such as do Female Men content, 
|. . With Ujfelefs Shew and Barren Scent, - Ge 
‘The Britifo Oak will fhortly be as rare, — 
| As Orange. trees here once, or Cedars were, __ 
| : | III. 
Not by thefe Arts, my Mafters, fure, 
Your Fathers did thofe Lands procure; - 
They preferr'd Ufe to empty Shew, 
No feft’ning French Refinemen'sknew, ——— 
Themfelves, their Houfe, their Table, plain ; 
Noble, and richly clad their Train. 
| Temp'rance did Health without Phyficians keep, 
And Labour erown’d hard Beds with eafie Sleep, 
Iv 
4 . To th’ Publick rich, in private poor, 
Th’ Exchequer held their greate(t Store: 
Theygid adorn their Native Place 
With Structures, which their Heirs deface, 
They in large Palaces did dwell, 
Which we to Undertakers fell, 
Stately Cathedrals they did found, 
Whofe Ruins now deform the Ground: | 
TOT Ey Sean, ea Saar mie st ies 


| 
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Churches and Colleges, endow’d with Lands, 
Whofe po.r Remains fear Sacrilegious Hands. 


OE IES Jed 
ODE:^XVE 
By Mr. OT WAY, 
Otium Dives rogat, ¢c, . 
Printed i» tbe Firft Mifcellany, Page 181. 
N. Storms, when Clouds the Moon do hide, 
And no kind Stars the Pilot guide, 


Shew me at Sea the Boldeft there, 
Who does not wifh for Quiet here. 


For Quiet (Friend) the Soldier fights, - 
Bears weary Marches, fleeplefs Nights; _ 
For this feeds hard, and lodges cold, 
Which can't be bought with Hills of Gold. 


Since We: lth and Power too weak we find 
To qucli the.Tumults of the Mind; | 
Or from the Monarch’s Roofs of State, 
Drive thence the Cares that round him wait: . " 


Happy the Man with little bleft! 

Of what his Father left, poffeft: 
No bafe Defires corrupt his Head, 

- No Fears difturb him in his Bed. 


What then in Life, which foon muf end, - 
Can all our vain Defigns intend? 
From Shore to Shore why fhould we run, 
"When none his.tirefome Self can fhun? | 
For 
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. .. For baneful Care will fill prevail, E | 
And overtake us under Sail 


"T'will dodge the Great Man's Train behind, 
Out-run the Roe, out-Hy the Wind. 


If then thy Soul rejoice to-day, e 
Drive far to-morrow’s Cares away : | 
_ Tn Laughter let them all be drown’d: 
.. No Perfe& Good is to be found, 


One Mortal feels Fate's fudden Blow, 
Another’s ling'ring Death comes flow; 
And what of Life they take from thee, 
The Gods may give to punifh me. 


Thy Portion is a Wealthy Stock, 
A Fertile Glebe, a fruitful Flock, 
Horfes and Chariots for thy Eafe, 
. Rich Robes to deck and make thee pleafe. 


For me a little Cell I chufe, 

Fit for my Mind, fit for my Mufe, 
Which foft Content does beft adorn, 
Shunning the Knaves and Fools I fcorn, 


V en es. uU. i AIO AA V 
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— In the Fourth Mifcellany, Page 209; 


[ I. 
W^ EN ftormy Winds begin to rife,” 
"And Moon and Stars do difappear ; 
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‘Then to the Gods the Seaman cries, 
‘Wifhing himfelf at Quiet here. 
: 1. 
For Peaee the Soldier takes up Árms, 
For Peace he boldly ventures Life: - 
For that he follows War's Alarms, 
Hoping gain by Toil and Strife, 
. Hil. 
‘That Quiet and Content of Mind, 
Which is not to be bought or fold; 
"Quiet, which none as yet cou'd find 
In Heaps of Jewels or of Gold. 
IV. 
For neither can Wealth, Pow’r, or State 
Of Courtiers, or of Guards the Rout, . 
Or gilded Roof, or brazen Gate, 
The Troubles of the Mind keep out. 
V. 
_ ‘That Man alone is happy here, 
'"— Whofe All will ju himfelf maintain; 
His Sleep is not difturb'd with Fear, 
i. Or broke with fordid Thirft of Gain, 
VI. 
Then why do we, fince Life's fo fhort, 
Fay our Defigns for what's to come? 
‘Why to another Air refort, 
Forfaking this our native Home? 
| . VEL 
‘Trouble will at our Heels be ftill, 
Swift as the Roe-buck, or the Wind; 
-T will follow us againft our Will, 
For none can leave him(elf behind. ÜÍ 
| VII What 
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What does our Wand'ring then avail, 
|... Care will not be forgot or loft; 
——. JT will reach us tho’ we're under fail; 
. And find us on another Cof. 
IX. 
: Man, with his prefent State content, 
Shou'd leave to Providence the reft;- 
. Ufing the "Fire well Heay’n has letit;.. 
: For no'one's here entirely bleft, 
| Ni 
: Achilles yielding foón to Fate-- 


Zython enjoy'd a longer Date; - 
—. , And labour'd under ling'ring Age, 
al CE 


So, if it pleafe the Fates, you may: 
.. Refign your Soul to fudden Death}. 
Whilft I, perhaps, behind muft ftay, 
.. To breathe a longer Share of Breath. 
| XII. 
| You round you daily-do behold - 
| . Your thriving Flocks, and fruitful Land; 
What bounteous Fortune has beftow'd 
On you, with no Penurious Hand. 
KIIT.. 
. À little Country Seat by Heaven. |. -- 
— Is what's alotted unto me: 
A Genius too the Gods have given,. 
Not quite averfe to Poetry: . 
And a firm fteddy Soul, that is above 


Bither the Vulgar's Hatred, or their Love; — 


E 3 


Was ínatch'd from off this mortal Stage? 


“ODE 
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ODE XVI. 


Amitated in Paraphrafe by Mr. 3. HU GH ES. 


d the Sixth Msfcellany, Page goo; 


I. 
queegen Quiet! Pow'r Qni 
Mother of Peace, and Joy, and Love! 

© fay, thou calm propitious Queen, 

Say in what folitary Grove, 
Within what Rock or winding Cell, 
By human Eyes unfeen, 
Like fome retreated Druid doft thou dwell? | 

And why, illufive Goddefs! why, - 

When we thy Manfion wou'd furround, 
Why doft thou lead us thro’ enchanted Ground, 

To mock our vain Refearch, and frem our Wifhes Ay 2 

I1. 

The wand'ring Sailors, pale with Fear, 

For thee the Gods implore, / 
When the tempeftaous Sea runs high, 
And when, thro’ all the dark benighted Sky;. 
No friendly Moon or Stars appear — 

To guide their Steerage to the Shore: 
For thee the weary Soldier prays, 
_ Furious in Fight the Sons of T/race, 
And Medes, that wear Majeftick by their Side 
A full charg'd Quiver's decent Pride, 
Gladly with thee would pafs inglorious Days, 
Renounce the Warrior's tempting Praife, 
And buy thee, if thou might’ft be fold, 

With Gems and Purple ME and Storesof plunder'd Gold 

| HI. But 
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.. But neither boundlefs Wealth, nor Guards that wait 


Around the Conful’s Honour'd Gate, 
Nor Anti-Chambers with Attendants fill'd, 
‘The Mind’s unhappy Tumults can abate, 
Or banifh fullen Cares, that fly 
A-crofs the gilded Rooms of State, - 
And their foul Nefts, like Swallows, build 200 
Clofe to the Palace Roofs and Tow’rs that pierce the Sky, 
Much lefs will Nature's modeft Wants fupply, 
And happier lives the homely Swain, 


. Who, in fome Cottage, far from Noite, 


His few Paternal Goods enjoys, 
Nor knows the fordid Luft of Gain, 
Nor with Fear’s tormenting Pain 


, His hovering Sleep deftroys, 


q 
| 


| 


| Iv, . 
Vain Man! That in a narrow Space 
At endlefs Game projeéts the darting Spear ! 
For fhort is Life's uncertain Race, v6 
Then why, capricious Mortal! why, 
Doft thou for Happinefs repair 


| T6 Diftant Climates, and a Foreign Air? 


Fool, from thy felf thou can'(t not fiy, 

Thy felf, the Source of all thy Care. 

So flies the wounded Stag, provok'd with Pain, 

Dounds o'er the fpacious Downs in vain; 

The Feather'd 'Torment fticks within his Side, 

And from the fmarting Wound a purple Tide 

- Marks all his way with Blood and dyes theGraffy Plain: 
V. | 

But fwifter far is execrable Care 

Than Stags, or Winds that thro” the Ski es 

i "o SWOT) g 4. : Thick 
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Thick driving Snows, and gather'd Tempefts bear; 

Purfuing Care the failing Ship out-flies, - 

Climbs the tall Veffel's painted Sides; a KE 
Nor leaves arm’d Squadrons in the Field; — 

But with the Marching Horfemen rides, [Places yield. 
And sid alike in Courts and Camps, and makes ali 

VI. 


Then fince no State's compleatly bleft, 
Let’s learn the Bitter to allay © 1 


With gentle Mirth, and wifely gay. 
Enjoy at leaft the prefent Day, 
And leave to Fate the reft. —— 
Nor with vain Fear of Ills to come 
Anticipate th'appointed Doom. 
Soon did Achilles quit the Stage, 
. 'That Hero fell by fudden Death, 
Whilft Tyzhon to a tedious wafting Age 
Drew his protracted Breath. 
And thus, old partial Time, my Friend;. 
Perhaps unask’d to worthlefs me 
Thofe Hours of lengthen'd.Life may lend: 
- Which he'll refufe to thee. 
VIL 
Thee fbining Wealth and plenteous Joys furround — 
And all thy fruitful Fields around 
Unnumber'd Herds of Cattle ftray, 
Thy harnefs'd Steeds. with fprightly Voice 
Make neighb'riog Vales and Hills rejoice, [meafur'd wayi 
Whilft {moothly thy gay Chariot flies o'er the fib: 
To me the Stars, with lefs Profufion kind, | 
An humble Fortune have affign’d, 
And no untuneful Lyrick Vein, 
But a fincere contented Mind di 
That can the vile malignant Crowd difdain. 
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BOOK Il. ODE E 
By Mr. COMLEX 
Odi Profanum Vulgus, €s’¢.° 


bo 
Printed in. Mr. Cowley's Poenis, in Odavo, Page yer}. 


I. 


[ Whitenefs hold, 
a Nor yetdifcolour'd withthe Loveof Gald; 
(That Jaundice of the Soul, 
Which makes it look fo gilded and fo foul). 

To you, ye very few, thefe Truths I tell: 
The Mufe infpires my Song, hark, and obferve it wells, 
II. 
We look on Men, and. wonder at fuch Odds, 

"Twixt things that were the fame by Birth 

We look.on Kings as Giants of the E. 
Thefc Giants are but Pigmies to the Gods, 


To (ene Minds, which yet their native 
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The humbleft Buth, and proudeft Oak, 
- Are but of equal Proof againft the Thunder-ftroke. 
Beauty, and Strength, and Wit, and Wealth, and Pow’ ry 
Have their fhort flourifhing Hour; 
And to fee themfelves and fmile, 
And joy in their Pre-eminence a while; 
Ev'n fo, in the fame Land, | 
Poor Weeds, rich Corn, .gay Flowers, together, 
[fand S 
Alas! Death mows down all with an Impartial 
-. a [Hand 


II. 
And, all you Men, whom Greatnefs doth fo pleafe, 
Ye feait, I.fear, like Damocles, 
If you.your Eyes cou'd upwards move; 
(But you (I fear) think nothing is above) - 
You wou'd perceive by what a little Thread 
The Sword ftill hangs over your Head. © 
No Tide of Wine would drown your Cares, 
No Mirth or Mafick over-noife your Fears; _ 
‘The Fear of Death would you fo watchful M 
As nott "admit the Image of it, Sleep. 
AY. 
Sleep is a God too proud to wait on Palaces; 
And yét fo humble too, as not to feorna 
The meaneft Country Cottages; 
This Poppy. grows among the Corn. 
The Halcyon Sleep will never build his Neft 
In any Stormy Breaft: 
. "Tis not enough that he does find 
Clouds and Darkne£s in their Mind; 
Darknefs but half his Work will do; 
| “Lis mot enough, he mult find Quiet too. 
dee | y. The 
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The Man who in all Wifhes he does make; : 
Does only Nature's Counfel take; 
That wife and happy Man will never fear | 
The evil Afpe&s of the Year, ó é 
Nor tremble though Two Comets fhou'd appear : 
He does not look in Almanacks, to {ee 
Whether he fortunate hall be: 
.. Let Mars and Saturn in the Heavens conjoin; - | 
/ And what they pleafe againft the World defign, - é 
So Jupiter within him fhine. ed 
; : VI. 
If of your Pleafüres and Defires no End be found; 
God to your Cares and Fears will fet no bound, 
.. What wou'd content you? Who can tell?" 
Xe fear fo much to lofe what you haye got, 
As if you lik'd it well; 
Ye ftrive for more, as if ye lik'd it not, 
Go level Hills, and fill up Seas, 
Spare nought that may your wanton Fancy pleafe, © 
But, truft me, when you've done all this, 
Much will be miffing ftill, and much willbeamifg - 


Tranflated by Mr. J. B. - 

| Never Printed before. 

| pee let tbe hardy Youth be traimd in War, 
^ «dud learn the Gripes of Poverty to bear ; 


Let- him, well-skill'd, the Horfe and Spear command, 
So fall the barb'rous Parthians dread bis Hand: 


* 
EI 


8 —. HORACE. Boox If 


Let him, unfbelter d, lye on naked Ground, 


And bravely Pufb where threat ning Danger’s found; 


From hoftile Walls in beat of Battle feen 

By the ripe Virgin, and the Tyrant’s Queens 

^ Dhus in defpairing Sighs they will bewail :. 

Grant, Prefervation may o'er Rage prevail, 

And that the Royal. Spoufe, in Wars unskill’d,. 
May not provoke that Lyon of the Field, 

Whofe bloody Ardour {6 tranfcendent grows, 

He cuts his way thro’ Crowds of flaughter’d Foes: 
Sweet,’ and mofs glorious are thofe Pangs of Death, - 
When for our Country we refign our Breath ; 

With fwiftel [peed Fate follows him that flies, 
And by bafe Wounds behind the Coward dies. 
True Sons of Virtue mean Repulfe difdain, — 

Nor does their fhining Honour find one Stains. 
Dheir glorious Minds are fo fecurely great, 

They neither (well, nor fink at turns of State. 
Virtue, to tbofe who ne'er deferve to. Die, 
Difclofing Scenes.of Immortality, 

Scorns vulgar Crowds, and fpurns this humid Clays. 
And.on fwift Wing takes to the Skies ber res 

A fure Reward attends the faithful Mind 

In whofe Reclufes Secrets are confazd. ~ 


That treacb'rous Man, whofe {coffing Tongue betrays: 


Ceres’ myflerions Rites, and facred Ways, 

Wb Hatred, his loath’d Prefence I'd refrain, 

| Nor fhould one Houfe or Ship us two contain. 

The Righteous often feel the Stroke of Heava, 

And [bare the: Fate that to the Wicked’s giv'n ;- 
Tho’ Vengeance limps, fhe fill will keep in fight, . 
Kd feldens fails t o'ertake the Villain’s flight... 


ODE 


. Uamoy'd, beheld the breaking Flood; 
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.O.DeE | HI Be Get 
«er iL 
By WILLIAM WALSH, Ej; 
JUSTUM & tenacem propofiti Virum, cc, 
Printed for P Tonfon in Folio. 


fà HE Man that's refolute and jut, 
Firm to his Principles and Truft, 

Nor Hopes nor Fears can blind ; 
No Paffions his Defigns controul, 
Not Love, that Tyrant of the Soul, 

Can fhake his fteady Mind. 

Mis ; 

Nor Parties for Revenge engap’d, >t 
Nor Threat'nings of a Court enrag'd, — 

Nor Storms where Fleets defpair: — 5| 
Not Thunder pointed.at his Head; 
The fhatter'd World may ftrike him dead, - 
. Not tous? his Soul with Fear: . 

HI. 

From this the Grecian Glory dod 1 


By thisthe Romans aw’d.their Foes:'. beer 


Of this their Poets fing. . . . | 


. 'Thefe were the Paths their Heroes trod; 


Thefe A&s made Hercules a God; 
And Great Naffau a King. 

Iv, 
Firm on the rolling Deck he ftood, 


Wich 


( 
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With black'aing Storms combin’d: j 

Virtue, he cry’d, will force its ways 7 

The Wind may for a while delay, " 
Not alter our Defign. | j 


V. 
Tbe Men whom Selfifh Hopes inflame, P 
Or Vanity allures 10 Fame, 
May be to Fears betrayd: 
But here, a Church for Succour flies; - 
Infulted Law expiring lies, 
And loudly calls for Aid. 
VI. E 
Yes, Britons, yes, with ardent Zeal,- 
I come, the Wounded Heart to benl, 
The Wounding Hand to bind : 
See Tools of Arbitrary Sway. 
And Priefts like Locufts, fout away « 
Before the Weftern Wind. 
VII. 
Law fhall again her Force refume, : 
Religion clear'd from Clouds of Rome, -- 
With brighter Rays advance, . / 
The Britifh Fleet [ball rule the Deep, 
Tbe Britifh Youth, as rous'd from Sleep, © 
Strike Terror into. France. : 
VII. : 
Nor fhall thefe Promifes of Fate -—-—. 4 
Be limited to my [hort Date: 
When 1 from Cares withdraw, - 
Still fhall the Britifh Sceptre fland, 
Still flouvifb in a Female Hand, 
And 10 Mankind give Law. 
| IX; 
She fhall Domeflick Foes uite, — 
Monarchs beneath ber Flags fhall fight, — «| 0 Wide © 
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Whole Armies drag-ber Chain. 
She [ball loft Italy reffore, = 
Shall make th’ Imperial Eagle foar, - 

And give a King to Spain. 


But know, thefe Promifes are given, 
The/e great Rewards Imperial Heaven - 
Does on thefe Terms decree ; L 
That ftri@ly punifhing Mens Faults, 
Y ou let their Confciences and Thoughts : 
Reft abfolutely free. — 
| XI. 
Let no falfe Politicks confme, 
In narrow Bounds, your vaft Defign - 
To make Mankind unite; 
Nor think it a fufficient Cane 
Jo punifh Men ‘by penal Laws, 
For not believing right. 
XII. 


Rome, whofe blind Zeal defiroys Mankiid ;: 


Rome’s Sens fhall your Compaffion find, 
Who ne'er Compaffion knew. 

By nobler Aétions theirs condemn: 

¥or what has been veproach d in them, 
Can ne'er be prais d in you. — 

XIIT. 

"T hefe Subjects fuit not with the Lyre; 

Mufe! To what height doft thou afpire? 
Pretending to rehearfe 


The Thoughts of God, and Godlike Kings. 
- Ceafe, ceafe to leffen lofty things, 


By Mean Ignoble Verte. 


ODE 


heb ae x See  - 
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ODE II. 
In the Sixth ‘Mifeellany, | Page 262. 


^HE Man refolv'd, and fteady to his Truft, 
Inflexible to Ill, and obftinately juft, . 
May the rude Rabble's Infolence defpife, — 
Their fenfelefs Clameurs, and tumultuous Cries; 
The Tyrant’s Fircenefs he beguiles, 
And the ftern Brow, and the harfh Voice defies,. 
And with fuperior Greatnefs fmiles. 


Not the rough Whirlwind, that deforms- 
Adria’s black Gulf, and vexes it with Storms, 
The ftubborn Virtue of his Soul can move;. 
Not the red Arm of angry 7ove, . 
That flings the Thunder from the Sky, 
And gives it Rage to roar, and Strength to fly: 


Should the whole Frame of Nature round him break, 
In Ruin and Confufion hurl'd, ; 

He, unconcern'd, wou'd hear the mighty Crack, 
And ftand fecure amidft a Falling . World... 


Such were the Godlike Arts that led 
+ Bright Pollux to the Bleft Abodes ; 
Such did for great dlcides plead, 
And gain'd a Place among the Gods: 
Where now dugufius, mix'd with Heroes, lies; . 
And to his Lips the Nectar Bowl applies : 
His ruby Lips the purple Tin&ure fhew, 
And with immortal Stains divinely. glow. Re 
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By Arts like thefe did young Lyaws rife, 


ee His Tygers drew him to the Skies, 


Wild from the Defart, and unbroke; . 
In vain they foam'd, in vain they ftar’d; 
In vain their Eyes with Fury giard, 


He tam'd ’em to the Lafh, and bent 'em to the Yok: 


Such were the Paths that Rome’s great Founder trod, 


When in a Whirlwind fnatch’d on high, 
He fhook off dull Mortality, 
And loft the Monarch in the God: 
Bright Funo then her awful Silence broke, 
And thus th’ affembled- Deities beipoke.. 


Troy, fays the Geddefs, perjur’d Troy has feli 
The dire Effects of her proud Tyrant's Guilt; 
The tow’ring Pile and feft Abodes, 
Wall'd by the Hands of Servile Gods, ^ 
- Now fhreads its Ruins all around, 
"dnd ties inglorious on tbe Ground. 
An Umpire partial and unjuft, 
And a bed Woman's impious Luft, 
Lay heavy on her Head, and funk her to the Duft. 


Since falfe Laomedon’s Tyrannick Sway, 
That durft defraud the Immortals of their Pay, 


Her Guardian Gods renounc’d their Patronage; - 


Nor wou'd the fierce invading Foe repell:. _ 
To my Refentments, and . Minerva's Rage, . 
The guilty King and the whole People fell 


And now the. long protracted Wars are o'er, 


Dhe foft Adulterer fhines no mores 
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No more does He&or’s Force the Trojans fhield; 


_ That drove whole Armies back, and fingly cleard the Field. 


My Vengeance fated, I at length refrgn 

To Mars his Off-/pring of the Trojan Lines 

. Advanc'd to God-head let big rife, 

And take bis Station in the Skies 5 
There entertain bis ravifh'd Sight | 
With Scenes of Glory, Fields of Light ; 
Quaff with the Gods immortal Wine, 
And fee adoring Nations crowd bis Shrine; 


The Thin Remains of Troy’s afflied Hoff, 


In diftant Reamls may Seats unemvy d find; 


find flourifh on a Foreign Coaft ; M 
But far be Rome from Troy disjoin'd : . 
Remov'd by Seas, from the difaftrous Shore, 


May endlefs Billows rife between, aud Storms uni 


Still let the curft detefled Place, 


Where Priam lyes, and Priam’s faithlefs Race, 


Be cover'd o'er with Weeds, and bid in Grafs, 


There let the wanton Flocks unguarded firay * 


Or whilft the lonely Shepherd fings, 
Amidft the mighty Ruins play, 
And frisk upon the Tombs of Kings. 


May Tygors there, and all the Savage Kind, - 
Sad folitary Haunts and [dent Defarts find ; 
"In Sloomy Vaults, and Nooks of Palaces, 
May th’ unmolefted Lyone[s 

Her brindled Whelps fecurely lay, 


Or conch’d, in dreadful Slumbers wafte the Day. 


umber d roay; 


While 
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While TROY i Heaps of Ruins lyes, 
Rome and the Roman Capitol fhall rife; - 
TP illuftrious Exiles unconfin'd, 
Shall triumph far and near, and vule Mankind. 


In vain the Sea’s intruding Tide 
Europe from Africk shall divide; 
And part the fever d World in two. 
Thro’ Africk's Sands their Triumphs they fhall fpread, 
And the long Train of Victories pur[ue, 
Zo Niles yet undifcover’d Head. 


Riches the hardy Soldier [hall defpife, — 
And lock on Gold with undefiring Eyes ; 

Nor the disbowell'd Earth explore, 

In fearch of the forbidden Ore; 
Thofe glistering ils conceal'd within the Mine 
Shall lye untouch’d and innocently [hive. - 

To the laft Bounds that Nature (ets, 

Tbe piercing Colds and fultry Heats, 

The Godlike Race {hall fpread their Arms; 

Now fill the Polar Circle with Alarms, 
"Till Storms and Tempefts their Purfuits confine; 
Now fweat for Conqueft underneath the Line. 


This ouly Law the Viclor fball reftrain, 
On thefe Conditions fball be reign; 
if none his guilty Hand employ 
To build apain a Second Troy; 
If none the rafh Defign purfue, 
. Nor tempt the Vengeance of the Geds anew; 


A Cure there clenves to the devoted Place, a 
-Srjpat. [ball the New Foundations raze: | Greece 


p. d 


92 HORACE. Boon Im 
Greece fhall in mutual Leagues confpire -— 
To fiorm the vifing Town with Fire; à 


And at their Army's Head my felf will fpe — 
What Juno, srg'd to all her Rage, can.do: 


Thrice {how'd Apollo's Self the City raife, 

And line it round with Walls of Brafs, ~ | 

Thrice fhould my Fav’rite Greeks his Works confound, 
And hew the fhining Fabrick to the Ground : 

Thrice fhould her Captive Dames to Greece return, 
And their dead Sons, and flaughter'd Husbands mourn. 


But hold, my Mufe, forbear thy tow’ring Flight, 
Nor bring the Secrets of the Gods to light, . i 
In vain wou'd thy prefumptuous Verfe 
Th'Immortal Rhetorick rehearfe ; 
The mighty Strains, in Lyrick Numbers bound,. 
Forget their Majefty, and lofe their Sound, 


AN honeft Mind, to Virtue’s Precepts true; 
| Contemns the Fury of a lawlefs Crew; 
Firm as a Rock, he to his Purpofe ftands, ee AE 
And thinks a Tyrant’s Frowns as weak as his Commands? 
Him loudeft Storms can’t from his Center move, 

He braves th' Almighty Thunder ev?n of Fove; 

If all the Heav’nly Orbs confus'dly hurl'd, 

Should dafh in Pieces, and fhould crufh the World, 
Undaunted, he the mighty Crafh would hear, 
Nor in his Breaft admit a Thought of Fea — — | 
Sata TT | Ks Pollux 
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Pollux and wand'ring Hercules of old, 
— Were, by fuch A&s, among the Gods enroll'd. 

Hugufius thus the Shining Pow'rs poffefs’d, 
_ By all th’ immortal Deities cárefs'd: 
.. He fhares with them in their /Etherial Feafts,: 
And quaffs bright Nedfar with the Heavenly Guetts. 
_ This was the Path the frisking Tygers trod, .— 
. Dragging the Car that bore the Jolly God, é 
. Who fix’d in Heaven his Crown and his Abode. 
Romulus by Mars through this bleft Path was fhewn, 
And fcap'd the Woes of gloomy Acheron, 
In Virtue's rugged Road he took his way, 
_ And gain'd the Manfions of Eternal Day ; 
| For him ev’n Funo’s {elf pronounc'd a Word, 
| Grateful to all th’ JEtherial Council-Board. 


O Ilion, lion; I with Tran[jort view 
the Fall of all thy wicked perjur'd Crew ! 
Pallas and I have born a rankling Grudge 
To that curft Shepherd, that inceftuous Fudge: 
Nay, even Laomedon his Gods berayd, — 
| And bafely broke the folemm Oath be made. 
| But now the painted Strumpet and ber Gueft 
No more are in their Pomp aud Fewels dreft ; 
No more is He&or licens’d to deftroy, ' 
To flay the Greeks, and fave his perjur'd Troy. 
Priam is now become an empty Ghof; | 
Doom'd, with bis Houfe, to tread the Burning Coaft : 
The God of Battel now has ceasd to roar. 
And I, the Queen of Heav'n, purfue my Hate no more. 
J now the Trojan Prieffef? Son will give 
Back to his warlike Sire; and let him live 5s 
: EC 
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In lucid Bow'rs, and give him leave to ufe 
Ambrofia, and the Nectar’s Heavenly Fuice ; 
To be inroll'd in thefe ferene Abodes, 
And wear the eafie Order of the Gods: 
In this bleft State I grant bim to remain, 
While Troy from Rome's divided by the Main; 
Whilft favage Beafts infalt the Trojan Tombs, 
And in their Caves unlade their pregnant Wombs: 
Let th’ exil'd Trojans. reign in ev'ry Land, 
And let the Capitol triumphant (fand, : 
And all the tributary World command. 
Let awful Rome with Sev refulgent Heads, 
Still keep ber Conquefis o'er tbe vanquifh’d Medes. 
With conqu'ring Terror let ber. Arms extend 
Her mighty Name to Shores without an End; 
Where midland Seas divide the fruitful Soil, 
From Europe to the fwelling Waves of Nile: 
Let 'em be greater by defpifing Gold, 
Than digging it from forth its native Mould, 
To be the wicked Iuflrument of ill. 
Let Sword and Ruin ev'ry Country fill, 
That firives to flop the Progrefs of her Arms; 
Not only thofe that fulery Sirius warms, 
But where the Fields in Endlefs Winter lye, — 
Whofe Frofts and Snows the Sun's bright Rays eb 
But yet on this Condition I decree 
The warlike Romans happy Deftiy ; 
That when they Univerfal Rule enjoy, 
.. "They not prefume to raife their Antient Troy: 
For then all Ugly Omens {hall return, 
“And Troy be built but once again to burn: 
Ev'n I my felf a fecond War will move, — 
Evin L the Sifter, and the Wife of Jove. 


a 
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If Phoebus’ Harp [bonld thrice erect a Wall, 
| And all of Brafs, yet thrice that Work fhould fall ; 

Sack'd by my fav'rite Greeks ; and thrice again 
The Trojan Wives fhould drag a captive Chain, e 
«dnd mourn their Children, and their Husbands flain. 


But whither wouldft thou, foaring Mufe, afpire, 
To tell the Counfels of the Heav'nly Choir ? 
Alas! Thou canft not ftrain thy weakly Strings, 
To fing in humble Notes fuch mighty things. 
No more the Secrets of the Gods relate, | 
“Thy Tongue's too feeble for a Task fo great. 


ODE VL 


By my Lord Roscommon. 


i. 


Printed $n the Firft Part of Mijcellany Poems, Page 101... 


^M Hofe Ils your Anceftors have done, 
T^. Romans, are now become your own; 
And they will coft you dear, 
~Ualefs you foon repair 
The Falling Temples, which the Gods provoke, 
“And Statues fully’d yet with facrilegious Smoke. 


. Propitious Heaven that rais'd your Fathers high, 
. “For humble grateful Piery, 
(As it rewarded their Refpe&t) 
-Hath fharply punifh'd your Neglect; 
All Empires on the Gods depend, 
Begun by their Command,at their Command they end, 
Let 
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Let Craffas’ Ghoft and Labienus tell, Pew 
How twice by 7oves Revenge our Legions fell, | 


And with infulting Pride, 
Shining i in Roman Spoils the Parthian ME ride. 


The Scythian and Egyptian Scum 
Had almoft ruin’d Rome; 
~~ While our Seditious took their part, 
Fill'd each Egyptian Sail, and wing'd each Scythia Dart. 
Firft, Thofe flagitious Times” 
(Pregnant with unknown Crimes) 
Confpire to violate the Nuptial Bed; 
From which polluted Head 
Infeétious Streams of crowding Sins began, — E 
And thro’ the fpurious Breed and guilty Natien ran.. 


Behold a ripe and melting Maid, 
Bound "Prentice te the Wanton Trade; 
Jonian Artifts, at a Mighty Price, 
Inftru& her in the Myfteries of Vice; 
What Nets to fpread, where fubtle Baits to lay; : 
And with an Early Hand they form the temper’d Clay. 


Marry'd, their Leffons fhe improves, 

By practice of Adult’rous Loves, 

And {corns the common mean Defign 

To take advantage of her Husband’s Wine, 
Or {natch in fome dark Place, 

A hafty Illegitimate Embrace. 


No! the brib'd Husband knows of all, 
And bids her rife when Lovers call: ; 
Num | py ups Hither. 


v AES CREER. a EL ODDS UNES 12 EN 
Book Ill. HORACE. 97 
Hither a Merchant from the Streights, 
Grown wealthy by forbidden Fraights, 
Or City Canibal repairs, — 
. Who feeds upon the Flefh of Heirs: 
Convenient Brutes! whofe tributary Flame — - 
. Pays the full Price of Luft, and gilds the flighted Shame; 
_ “Twas not the Spawn of fuch as thefe, 
That dy’d with Punick Blood the conquer’d Seas, e 
And quafh'd the flern Eacides; 
Made the proud 24/2; Monarch feel 
How weak his Gold was againft Europe's Steel. 
_ Fore’d ev’n dire Hannibal to yield, [ Field. 
And won the long difputed World at Zama’s fatal 


. But Soldiers of a Rufick Mould, 
Rough, hardy, feafon’d, manly, bold, 
Either they dug the ftubborn Ground, . 
Or thro’ hewn Woods their weighty Strokes did found; 
And after the Declining Sun . 
_ Had chang'd the Shadows, and their Task was done, 
Home with their wezry Team they took their Way, 
And drown'd in friendly Bowls the Labour of the Day. 


Time fenfibly all things impairs, 

Our Fathers have been worfe than theirs, 

And we than ours, Next Age will fee 

A Race more profligate than we | 

{With all the Pains we take) have Skillenough tobe. 


F | ODE 
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wu mE VIE 
Initated by, Mr. STEP NEY. 


| l. | 
PE D Molly, why fo oft in Tears? 
Why all thefe Jealoufies and Fears, 
For thy bold Son of Thunder? 
Have Patience 'till we've conquer’d France, 
Thy Clofet fhall be ftor'd with Nants; 
Ye Ladies like fuch Plunder, 
IT. 
Before Toulon thy Yoke-mate lies, 
Where all the live-long Night he fighs 
For thee in lowfy Cabbin: 
And tho’ the Captain’s Chloe cries, 
"Iis I, dear Bully, pr'ythee rifo 
He will not let the Drabin. 
Ht. 
But fhe, the Cunning'ft Jade alive, 
Says, 'tis the ready way to thrive, 
By fharing Female Bounties :' 
And, if he'll be but kind one Night, 
She Vows, He fhall be dubb'd a Knight, 
When fhe is made a Countefs, 
| IV. 
‘Then tells of {mooth young Pages whipp'd, | 
-  Cafhier'd, and of their Liv’ries ftripp'd, 
Who late to Peers belonging ; 
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Are 
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Are nightly now compell’d to trudge 
With Links, becaufe they would not drudge 

To fave their. Ladies. Longing. 
But Vol the Eunuch cannot be: | 
A Colder Cavalier than he, 
.. In all fuch Love- Adventures: 
Then pray do. you, dear Molly, take 
Some Chriffian Care, and do not break 
Your Conjugal Indentures. 
; VI. 
Bellair! Who does not Bella know? 
The Wit, the Beauty, and the Beau, 
Gives out, He loves you dearly; 
And many a Nymph attack’d with Sighs, 
And foft Impertinence and Noife, 
Full oft has beat a Parley, 

| VIL : 

. But, pretty Turtle, when the Blade 
Shall come with am'rous Serenade, 

. Soon from the Window rate him: 

. Batif Reproof will not prevail, 

_ And he perchance attempt to fcale, 

Difcharge the Tordan at him, 


* 
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3 OGD DX. 
By my Lord RATCLIFFE. 
In the Third Mifcellany, Firft Edition. 


H E. 


| Hile I was Menarch of your Heart, |; 
| Crown'd with a Love where none had part; - 


Each Mortal did with Envy die; 
No God but wifh'd that he were I. 
S H E. 
While you ador'd no Charms but mine, 
And vow'd that they did all out-fhine; 
More.celebrated was my Name 
“Than that of the bright Grecian Dame. 
aM H E. 
Ghloe’s the Saint that I implore, 
Chloe’s the Goddefs I adore; 
For whom to die the Gods I pray’d, 


If Fates wou'd fpare the charming Maid. 


S H E. 
4hmyntas is My Lover’s Name, s 
For whom I burn with mutual Flame;- 
¥or whom I twice wou'd die with Joy, 


1f Fates wou'd fpare the charming Boy.. 


H E, 
If I once more fhou'd wear your Chain, 
‘Aad take my Lydia back agains is 
1f banifh Chloe from my Breaft, 


‘That you might there for ever re. —— 


SHE. 
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Tho’ he is charming as a God, 
Serene and gay, divinely good, rl 
You rough as Billows raging high, 
With you I'd chufe to-live and die. 


ODE IX. 


Never Printed before, 
. «4 Dialogue between HoRACE and LyDta. 


| HORACE. 
Hilft I was welcome, and no dearer Lover 
His Arms about fo white a Neck did fling, 
I flourifht, look’d as high as any other, | 
Was happy, bleft above the Perfian King: 
L Y D I A. 


- Whilft with another you fell uot in Love, 


And yet I yielded not 10 Chloe’s Fame; 


aT flourifht highly, was renown'd, above 


The Foundrefs of the Mighty Roman Name, 
HORACE, 

Now Chloe rules, Chloe, the Charming Fair! 
Who Sings, and Plays fo finely, muft controul; 

OQ I cowd Dye, fo that the Fates woud [pare 
Chloe, the dear Remainder of my Soul. 

| L Y D I A. 

Fer Calais 1 burn, he’s Young, and Fair, 
With mutual Flames he to my Arms does fy; 

So that the Fates the handfome Youth wou'd fpare, 
O° 1 cond twice bow down the Head, and Dye 

Fa HO: 
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HORACE. 
But, what if Love returning now fhou'd-lay 
A fironger Yoke, refiraining-each wild Rover ? 
If faireft Chloe fhould be’put. away, p 
And fiighted Lydia come to her-old Lover? 
LJIDTXA 
Tio’ he is fairer than the Morning Star, 
Thou Light as Cork, more Paffonate than the Sea, 
Than Adria’s Billows, which fo futions: are, < 
Yet would I chufe to Live and Dye with thee, 


; CHOR AU S. 
We 'll Live, and Love, and Change no more, 
We'll Study all endearing Lover's Charms; 

We'll do, what none has done before, 
We'll Dye together in each other's Arms. 


of USE 
0 ee. 
— Englithed by another Hand, 
Printed in the Firft Mifcellany, Page 114. 
| HORACE, ! 
Hile I remain’d the Darling of your Heart, 

And no encroaching Lover claim'd a Part; 
Unrival’d while my longing Arms Tcatt — | 9 
About your lovely Neck and flender Wafte, 

And you to every one but me were chafte; 


I {corn’d the lofiy Per/ian Monarch's State, 
And thought my felf more happy, and as great, 


LYDI4. 
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LYDIA. 
While I enjoy'd you, ‘and no fairer She 
Had ftol’n your wand’ring Heart away from me; 
While Chloe feem’d not Lydia to out-fhine, 
Nor gain’d a Conqueft that before was mine; 


_ Not Román Ilia mote reaown'd T thou ght, 


Although a God her fweet Embraées fought. 

HORACE, | 
Now "Toracian Chloe has fupply’d your Place, 
She charms me with her Mufick and her Face; 
To fave her Life I with my own would parts 
And freely give it as I gave my Heart, 

i Dd nd. 

Fair Calais now, the {weet Meffenian Boy, 
Loves me, I him as equally enjoy 3 


TF by my dying he might longer live, . 


i'd give Two Lives, if I had Two to give. 
HOUR ALG FS ui: 
what if kind Venus fhould our Hearts, unite, 


. And force us to. adore that Love we flight. 


1f Chlee with her Golden Locks fhould "yield, 
And: banifh'd Lydia fhou'd regain the Field? 

| LT. 
If fo, tho’ you are eruel end unkind, 
Lefs to be trufted than the Seas or Wind; 
Tho’ he fo kind, fo charming, and fo true; 
I willingly wou'd live, wou'd die with you. 
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ODE IX. 
Exglifoed ey Mr. DUK E, 
Printed in the Firft Mifcellany, Page 112i 


HORACE. 
Hilft I was welcome to your Heart, 
In which no happier Youth had part, 
And full of more prevailing Charms, 
Threw round: your Neck his dearer Arms, 
I flourifh’d richer, and more bleft - 
Than the great Monarch of the Eaff. t 
| PYDTY 
.Whilft all thy Soul with me was fill’d, 
Nor Lydia did to Chloe yield; 
Lydia, the celebrated Name, 
The only Theme of Ver and Fame, 
: I flourifh’d, more than the renown'd, 
Whole Godlike Son our Rome did found. 
HORACE, 
Me Chloe now, whom every Mufe, 
And ev'ry Grace adorn, fubdues; 
For whom I'd gladly die, to fave 
Her dearer Beauties from the Grave, - 
LYDIA, 
Me lovely Calais does fire 
With mutual Flames of fierce Defire; 
For whom I twice wou'd die, to fave 
His Youth more precious from the Grave, 
e HORACE, 
What if our former Loves return, 
And our firft Fires again fhou’d burn? 
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If Chloe’s banifh'd, to make way. 


For the forfaken Lydia? 

"LYODILX. 
Tho’ he is fhining as a Star, 
Conftant and kind as he is fair; 
Thou light as Cork, rough as the Sea; 
Yet I would live, would die with thee. 


ODE XVI. 
Paraphrafed is Mr. COWL EY. 


Inclufam Danaen Turris Ahenes. 


— Printed in My. Cowley’s Poens.in. OGavo, Page 759% 
I. Ed 
Tower of Brafs; one would have faid;- 
And Locks, and Bolts, and Iron Bars, 
Might have prefery’d one innocent Maiden-head:. 
The jealous. Father thought he well: ENS fpare 


All further jealous Care. . 
And, as he walk'd, t! himfelf alone he fmil'd; 
To think how Venus’ Arts he had beguil'd;. 


And when he flept, his Reft was deep: 

But Venus laugh'd, to fee and hear him fleepz 
She taught:the am'rous 7ove 
A magical Receipt in Love, 


Which arm'd him ftronger, and: whichhelp’d him more): | 
Than all his Thunder did, and his Almighty hip before. ° 


Hy 


She taught him. Lave’s Elixir, by-which Art. 
Bus Godhead.into. Gold he did convert; | 
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No Guards did then his Paflage flay,. 
He pafs’d with Eafe, Gold was the Word; 
Subtle as Light’ning, bright, and quick, and fieree, 
Gold thro’ Doors and Walls did pierce; 
And as that works fometimes upon the Sword, 
Melted the Maidenhead away, 
Ev’n in the fecret Scabbard where it. lay. 
The prudent Macedonian King, 
To blow up Towns a Golden Mine did fpring; 
He broke thro' Gates with this Petarr, | 
"Tis the great Art of Peace, the Engine ’tis of War; 
And Fleets and Armies follow it afar; 
The Enfign 'tis at Land; and ' tis At "Seaman's Star; 
III. 
Let all the World Slaye to this Tyrant be, 
Creature to this difguifed Deity ; é 
Yet it fhall never conquer me: 
A Guard of Virtues will not let it pafs, 
And Wifdom is a Tow’r of ftronger Brafs, 
The Mofes Laurel round my Temples fpread ! 
Does from this Lightning's Force fecure my Head; 
Nor will I lift it up fo high, : "mS 
As in the violent Meteor’s way to lye. 
Wealth for its Power do we honour and adore? 
The things we hate, Idi Fate and Death, have more. 
IV. 
From Towns and Courts, Camps of the Rich and Grat, 
The vafi Xe:xean <riny, I retreat; 
And to the {mall Laconick Forces fly, 
Which hold the Streights of Poverty. 
Cellars and Granaries in vain we fill 
With all the bounteous Summer's Store, — 


\ 
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If the Miad thirft and hunper fill, | 
The poor rich Man's emphatically poor. 
Slave to the Things we too much prize, 
We Mafters grow of all that we defpife. 


A Field of Corn, a Fountain, and.a "Wood, 


. Is all the Wealth by Nature underftood. 
The Monarch on whom fertile Nile beftows 


All which that grateful Earth can bear, 
Deceives himfelf, if he fuppofe 

That more than this falls to his fhare. 
Whatever. an Eftate does beyond this afford, 
1s not a Rent paid to the Lord: 
But is a Tax illegal and unjuft, 


Exa&ed from it by the Tyrant Lzff. 


Much will always nothing be, 

To him who much defres. Thrice lar he, 
To whom the wife Indulgency of Heav’n, 
With {paring Hand, but js enough has given, 


| Pari etae 29th Ode, beginning at Prudens F uiu 


ri Temporis Exitum, €s’c. párapbras' d 
By Dr. PO P E. 


In the Second. Mifcellany, Page 23 3.. 


HE wary Gods lock up in Cells of Nigh 
Future Events, and laugh at Mortals here, 


1f they to pry into "em take Delight, 


if they too otuch prefume, or too. much fear. 
Q» 
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O Man! for thy fhort Time below, — — | 
Enjoy thy felf, and what the Gods beftow : 
Unequal Fortunes here below are fhar'd, | 
Life to a River's Courfe may juftly be compar'd: 
' Sometimes within its Bed, : 
Without an angry Curl or Wave, 
From the Spring-head — — : 
Tt gently glides to the Ocean, its Grave : 
Then unawares, upon a fudden Rain, 
Ic madly overflows the neighbouring Plain : 
It plows up beauteous Ranks 
Of Trees, that fhaded and adorn’d its Banks: 
Overturns Houfes, Bridges, Rocks, 
Drowns Shepherds and their Flock: - 
Horror and Death, rage all the Valley o'er, 
The Forefts tremble, and the Mountains roar.: 


~ 


Part of the 29tb Ode beginning at Fortuna Szvo 
leta Negotio, &9v. etr 


By the late Duke of BuckincHam 


Ortune, made up of Toys and Impudence; / 
That common Jade, that has not common Senfe; 
But fond of Bus'nefz, infolently dares 
Pretend to rule, and fpoils the World's Affairs: 
She, flutt’ring up and down, her Favours throws 


On the Next Met, not minding what fhe does, - t | 


Nor why, nor whom the helps or injures, knows, - 
Sometimes the fmiles, then | 


ike a Fury raves, 
And feldom truly loves, but 


Fools er Knaves, | ES 
Let - 
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Let herlove whom fhe pleafe, I fcorn to woo her; 
Whilft the ftays with me, I'll be civil to her; 

But if fhe offers once to move her Wings 
Ill fling her back all her vain gew-gaw things; 
And arm'd with Virtue, will more glorious ftand, 
Than if the Bitch ftill bow’d at my Command: 
Yll marry Honefty, tho’ ne'er fo poor, 

Rather than follow fuch a dull blind Whore. 


ODE XXIX. 


Paraphras d in Pindarique Verfe; by Mr. DRYDEN. 


Inferib’d to the Right Honourable Law RENCE, Earl of 
ROCHESTER; 


In b Part of Mifcellany Poems, Page 59. 


i. 
Efcended of an ancient Line, | 
That long the Tu/can Scepter fway'd, 
Make hafte to meet the generous Wfne, 
Whofe Piercing is for thee delay'd: 
The Rofy Wreath is ready made ;. 
And Artful Hands prepare 


The fragrant Syrian Oy], that hall perfume by Hair.. 
IT, 


When the Wine fparkles from afar, 

. Andjthe well-natur'd Friend cries, Come away; 

Make faite: and leave thy Bus'nefs and thy Care,. 
No mortal Int’reft can be worth thy Stay, 


TII, Leave 


P HO RAC. a "avec L3 
TII. 
Leave for a while thy coftly Country Seat; | 
And, to be great indeed, forget i 
The naufeous Pleafures of the Great: 


Make hafte and come: 

Come and forfake thy cloying Store; 

Thy Turret that furveys, from high, 

The Smoke, and Wealth, and Noife of Rome; 

And all the bufie Pageantry 

That Wife Men fcorn, and Fools adore: 

Come, give thy Sou! a loofe, and tafte the Pleafures of the. 

Vie E [ Poor. ' 

Sometimes "tis grateful to the Rich to try - 

A fhort Viciflitude, a Fit of Poverty: 

A favoury Dith, a homely Treat, 
Where all is plain, where all is neat; 
Without the Stately Spacious Room, 
The Perfian Carpet, or the Tyrian Loom, 
. Clear up the cloudy Forcheads of the Great. 
V. 
The Sun is in the Lio» mounted high; 
The Syrian Star 
Barks from afar ; 

And with his fultry Breath infcéts the Sky; 

The Ground below is parch’d, the Heav’ns above us fry. 
The Shepherd drives his fainting Flock 
Beneath the Covert of a Rock; 

And feeks refrething Riv'iets nigh : 

The Sylvans to hele Shades retire, ' 
Thofe very Shades and Streams, New Shades al 
[Streams require ; 

And want a cooling Breezeof Wind (o fan the 3 
ire 
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i4 * ME 3. 
Thou what. befits the new Lord May'r, - 
éind what the City Faction dare, 
And what the Gallick Arms will dos. j 
And what the Quiver-bearing Foe, : 
Art anxioufly inquifitive to know : 
But God has wifely hid from Humane Sight 
The dark Decrees of Future Fate; 
And fown their Seeds in Depth of Night; 
He laughs at all the giddy Turns of State, 
When Mortals fearch too foon, and fear too late; 
; Vit. 
Enjoy the prefent Smiling Hour; 
And put it out of Fortune’s power: 


— ‘The Tide of Bus’nefs, like the running Stream, 


Is fometimes high, and fometimes low, 
A quiet Ebb, or a tempeítuous Flow, 
And always in extream. 
Now with a Noifelefs, Gentle Courfe, 
It keeps within the middle Bed ; 
Anon it lifts aloft the Head, 
And bears downall before it, with impetaods Force, 
And Trunks of Trees come rolling down: - 
Sheep and their Folds together drown: 
Beth Houfe and Homefted into Seas are born, 
And Rocks are from theit old Foundations torn, 
And Woods made thin with Winds, their fcatter’d Ho- 
| VI. [nours mourn. 
Happy the Man, and happy he alone, 
He who can call to-day his own; 
^ He who fecure within ean fay, ' 
To-morrow do thy worft, for I have liv d to-day; 


Be 


LORACE — a 
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Be fair, or foul, or rain, or Shine, | 
The Toys I have poffef?d, in fpite of Fate are mine. 
Not Heaven it felf upon the Pafl has Pow'r, 
But what has been has been; and Y have had my Hour. 
IX, | 
Fortune, that with malicious Joy, 
Does Man, her Slave, oppreís; 
Proud of her Office to deftroy; 
Is feldom pleas’d to bleí£s; 
Still various, and unconftant füill; 
But with an Inclination to be ill; 
Promotes, degrades, delights in Strifg 
And makes a Lottery of Life. 
I can enjoy her while fhe's kind; 
But when fhe dances in the Wind; 
And fhekes her Wings, and will not flay, 
I puff the Proftitute away : 
The little or the much fhe gave, is quietly refign’d, 
Content with Poverty, my Soul I arm: 
And Virtue, tho’ in Rags, will keep me warm, 
X. 


| What ist te me. ; 
Who never fail in her unfaithful Sea, 

If Storms arife, and Clouds grow black; 
If the Maft fplit, and threaten Wreck; - 
Then let the greedy Merchant fear, 

For his ill-gotten Gain; : 
And pray to Gods that wil] not hear, 
While the debating Winds and Billows bear: 

His Wealth into the Main. } 
For me, fecure from Fortune’s Blows 
{Secute of whatd cannot lofz) - 
In 
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/..— - In my {mall Pinnace I can fail, 
Contemning all the blufring Roar; 
And running with a merry Gale, 
With friendly Stars my Safety feck — 
Within fome little winding Creek, 
And fce the Storm a-fhore. 


[USE OBO 
COD EK XX. 


By Sir WiLLIAM TEMPLE. 
FE 
4Ecenas, Off- {pring of Tyrrhenian Kings, 
- - And worthy of the greateft Empire's Sway, - 
Unbind the working Mind a while, and pay 
With fefter Thoughts, and loofer Stringss 
Hard Iron ever wearing, will decay. . 
| It. 
A Piece untouch'd, of old and noble Wine; 
Attends thee here; foft Effence for thy Hair, 
Of purple Violets made, or Lillies fair, 
‘The Rofes hang their Heads and pine, 
And "till you come, in vain perfume the Air. 
gll. - 
Be not inveigled by the gloomy Shades 
Of Tyber, nor cool Ainiens chry (tal Streams, 
The Sun is yet but young, his gentle Beams 
Revive, and fcorch not up the Blades. 
The Spring, like Virtue, dwells between Extremes; 
IV. | 
Leave fulfome Plenty for a while, and come 
From ftately Palaces, that tow'r fo high, 


And 
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And fpread fo far; the Duft and Buistiefs fly, ae 
The Smoke and Noife ‘of ‘mighty Rome, 
And Cares, that on embroider'á Carpets lye, | 
M wv x 


It is Viciffitude that Pleafare yields 
To Men, with greateft Wealth and Honorr bleft, 
And fometimes Homely Fare, but cleanly dreit, 
In Country Farms, or pleafant Fields, 
Clears up a Clowdy Brow, and Thoughtful Breaft, 
VI. | 
Now the cold Winds have blown them'elyes away, 
The Frofts are melted into pearly Dews; -- 
The chirping Birds each Morning tel! the News 
Of cheerful Spring, and welcome Day. - - 
The tender Lambs follow the bleating Ewes, 
VI. | ; 
. The vernal Bloom adorris the fruitful Trees 
With various Drefs; the foft and gentle Rains - 
Begin with Flow’rs ’enamijiel all the Plains, 
The Turvle with’ her Maté agrees: ' 
And. wanton ‘Nymphs with their enamour'd Swains, ^ 
| VHI.- d xc 
Thou art contriving in thy Mind, what State 
And Form bétories that mighty City beft: 
Thy bufie Head can take Ad gentle Reft, 
For thinking éa th' @vents and Fate | 
Of faétious Rage; whith has her long opprefi'd. 
bite IX. a 


Thy Cares exterid to the Remoteft Shores 
Of her vaft Empire, how the Perfian Arms; ; 
Whether to Bacfrians join their Troops; what Harms. 
From the Gaztabrians, and the Moors, a du AE 3d 
May come, or the tumultuous German Swarms. 


X, But. 


te. Ok aii nom 
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Bat the wife Pow’rs above, that all things know, 
In fable Night have hid the Events.and Train 
. Of future things; and with-a-juft Difdain, 
Laugh, when poor Mortais here. below, 
. Fear without Caufe, and break their Sleeps in vain. 
XI. 
Think how the prefent thou may'ft beft Meters | 
. With Equal Mind, and without endlefs Cares, 
. For the unequal Courfe of State-affairs 
Like to the Ocean ebbsand flows, - 
. Or rather like our neigh’bring Tyéer fares. 
XII. 
Now fmooth and gentle thro’ her Channel creeps, - 
With foft and eafy Marmurs purling down; 
Now fwelis and rages, threat'ning all to drown; 
Away both Corn and Cattel fweeps, | 
And fills with Noife and Horror Fields and ow 
XII. 
After a while grown calm, retreats again © 
Into her fhady Beds, atid foftly glides; 
So ove fometimes in fiery Chariot rides, 
| With Cracks of Thunder, Storms of Rain, 
Then grows ferene, and all our Fears derides, 
XIV. 
He only lives content, and his own Man, 
Or rather Mafter, who each Night can fay, 
"Tis well, thanks to the Gods I've liv'd. to-day. 
This is my own, this never cans 
Like other Goods, be fercd or ftol’n away. 
KV. 
And for to-morrow, let me weep or laugh, 
Let the Sun fhine, or Storms or Tempefis ring, 
as : Yes 
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Yet "tis not in the pow’r of Fates a thing | 
Should ne'er have been, or not be fafe, 

Which flying Time bas cover'd with ber Wing. 

XVI. 

Capricious Fortune plays a fcornful Game 
With human Things, uncertain as the Wind: - 
Sometimes to thee, fometimes to me is kind : 

Throws about Honours, Wealth, and Fame, 

At random, heedlefs, humorous, and blind. 
XVII. 

He's wife, who, when fhe fmiles, the Good enjoys; 
And unallay'd with Fears of Future Ill; — = 
But if fhe frowns, e’en let her have her Will: 

I can with eafe refign the Toys, 

And lie wrapt up in ray own Virtue fill, 
XVIII. 
. ll make my court to honeft Poverty, . 
An Eafy Wife, altho’ without a Dow’r ; 
What Nature asks will yet be in my Pow'r; 

For, without Pride, or Luxury, 

How little ferves to pafs the fleeting Hour? — 
XIX. 


"Tis not for me, when Winds and Billows rife;- 
And crack.the Maft, and mock the Seaman’s Cares; 
To fall to poor and mercenary Pray'rs: - ; 

For fear the Tyrias Merchandife _ . 
Should all be loft, and not enrich my Heirs, 

I'll rather leap into the little Boat, : 
Which without flutt'ring Sails fhall waft me o'er 
The fwelling Waves; and then I'll think no more 

Of Ship, or Fraight: but change my Note, 

And thank the Gods-that I am fafe a-fhiore. 
€ choir MED REM 
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BOOK IV. ODE II 
Lhe Praife of Pindar. 
" By Mr. COW LEY. 


Pindarum quifquis ftudet zmulari, ec. 


L 
vous INDAR i: imitable by none: 

ANE. The Phoenix Pindar is @ vaff Species alone, . 
ys Whoe'er but Dedalus with waxen Wings could 


ce And neither fink too low, nor foax too high? 
What could he who follow'd claim, 
But of vain Boldnefs the uubappy Fame, 

And by bis Fall a Sea to name? 

Pindar’s unnavigable Song | 
Like a fwoln Flood from fome flee Mountain pours along; 

The Ocean meets with fuch a Voice ss 

From bis enlarged Mouth, as drowns the Ocean's Noifes 


me 
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AI. 

So. Pindar dues new Words and owes roll 
Downs his impetnous Dithyrambique Tide, 
Whicb.in. no Channel deigns 2 abide, 

Which neither Banks nor Dikes control, 
Whether th’ Immortal Gods he fings, 
In & no iefi Ymmortal Strain, 
Or the great Acts of God-defcended: Kings 
Who ia bis Numbers fill farvive and reign. 
Each rich embroidered Line, 
Which their triumphant Brows around, 1 
By his facred Hand i; bound, 

Does all their wei Diadems out- (hine; a 
ATF, E 
Whether at Pit; s Race be pleaje es 
To carve in polifh'd Verfe the Conqu'rors Images, _ 

Whether the {wift, the skilful, or the ftrong, 
Be crowned ia kis nimble, artful, vigorous Song : 
Whether fome brave young Man's untimely Fate 
In Words worth dying for he celebrate, 
Such mournful, and fuch pleafing Words, 
As Joy to bis Mother’s and his Miftrefs Grief affords; 
He bids him Live and Grow in Fame, 
Among the Stars he flicks bis Name: _ 
The Grave can but the Drofs of bim devour, 
So {mall is Death’s, fo great the Poct’s Power, 
SG ge Pi es 
Lo, how th’ obfequious Wind, and jwelling Air 
The Theban Swan does upwards bear 
Into the Walks of Clouds, where he does play, 
And with extended Wings pens his liquid way. 
. Whilft, alas, my tim'rous Mufe — — : 
Unambitious Zracks purfues ; 
j | Does. 
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Does with weak unballaft Wings, a 
About the moffie Brooks and Springs; 

About the Trees new-bloffom’d Heads, 
About the Gardens painted Beds, — 
About the Fields and flowry Meads, 
And all inferior beauteous things, 
Like the’ laborious Bee, 
For little Drops of Honey fly, 
And there with humble Sweets contents her Induftry, - 


O.D.E- V; 


Humbly Addrefs'd to His Grace the Duke of 
MARLBOROUGH. 


Divis orig. boni TEE bus 228 i omulz. 
Cuftos Gentis, & Ce 


bent» 


Born, when Heay’is propitious deign’d to fmilet' 
Thou beft and brayeft C Champion of our Ifle! 
Too long haft thou been abfent from our. ight, 
Too long unhappy Britains mourn 
Thy Slow Return, 
And Senates wait to do thei . Conqu'ring General. debe) 


gm 
pass 


93 


Retern, brave P. ince, tl hole radiant Beams reftore, - 
That grac'd thy Country, when thou grac'dft irs Shore; 
For, like the Spriag, i thy bright Afpe&'s feat, 
It on the People darts its Rays, 
And all the Land does fmile, and all the Sky’s ferene. 
: III. As 


A 
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II. 
As a fond Mother for her Son complains, - 
Whom the South Wind on Foreign Coafts detains, 
Beyond his wonted and accuftom’d Time, 
From his dear Home, and her more dear Embrace, - 
And will not from the Shore avert her Face; 
But upwards fends her Vows and Pray’rs, . 
Expenfive of her briny Tears, 
In Hopes to fee him reach his Native Clime. 
Thus urg'd by faithful Wifhes and Defires, 
Britain from Germany her Marlborough requires. 
IV. 
Safe, by thy Prefence, Oxen plow the Fields, - 
And Ceres with Increafe her Bleffings yields; 
As every Project to our With fucceeds; 
While by. thy Influence at Land, the Sea 
From Gallsa’s Naval Threats is free, . 
And Virtue grows in Fafhion from thy virtuous Deeds. 


To thee and to thy chafte Example’s due, 
: No Peer frequents the long neglected Stew; 
That Parents by their Childrens Looks are known, 
‘That Laws are put in Force, 
And Punifhments come on of Courfe, - 
When obftinate Offenders will thofe Laws difown. 
VI. 
Who fears the French, or who the mucus Scot € 
| Or the dark Mifchiefs falfe Bavariazs plot? 
—. Who values the Hungarian or the Swede? 
If Marlborough’s free from Harms, 
The World againft us is in vain in Arms; 
And'in his Health alone Britain’s from Danger freed. 


VII. Be . 
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VII. 


. Be thou but fafe, we'll fafely fpend our days, 


And undifturb'd will Plants and Flow'rs raife; 
Will lop the Sycamore, and prune the Vine, 
J And to our own Freeholds will come, — 
Mindful of him that gifts us with a Home, 


And toaft our fam’d Defender’s Health, by which we dine, 


E To thee our Wifhes and our Cups go round, 
| With many Vows and many Bumpers crown’d; - 


| Shew'd to their Caffor's or Alcides! deathlefs Fame 


VIII. 


While we to Royal 44ga's join thy Name, 
. With the fame Rev'rence to thy Praife, 
As Greece in Ancient Days, 
© matchlefs Prince! For fo the Mufe requefts, 
Return, and lengthen our Thankfpiving-Feafts, 
Extend them to an endlefs Round of Years; 
Or make one Holiday of Time; 
.  ?Til thou Cceleftia] Regions climb, 
And leave us all difconfolate in Tears; 


Thefe are our Day-break Wifhes when a-thirft we wake; 


And thefe our Sun-fet Vows, when we full Bumpers take, 


Tibi [umme Rheni Domitor, Parens Orbis, 
Pudice Princeps, gratias agunt Urbes, = IAE E. DEC 
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| QUE Ms. s 
By Sir WILLIAM TEMPLE. 


. |& HE Snows are melted all away, 
The Fields grow flow'ry, green and gay, 
The Trees put out their tender Leaves, 
And all the Streams that went aftray, 
The Brook again into her Bed receives. - F 


See! The whole Earth has made a change, 

The Nymphs and Graces naked range 
About the Fields, who fhrunk before 

Into their Caves. The empty Grange —— 
Prepares its Room, for a new Summer's Store. 


Left thou fhould’t hope Immortal things, 
The changing Year inftruction brings, 
The fleeting Hour, that fteals away 
The Begpar's Time, and Life of Kings, 
But ne'cr returns them, as it does the Day. : 


The Cold grows foft with Weftern Gales, 
The Summer over Spring prevails, 
But yields to Auturnn’s fruitful Rain, 
As this to Wixter-Storms and Hails; — - ~ 
Each Lofs the hafting Moon repairs again, 


But we, when once our Race is done, 

With Tullus and Anckifs Son 

. (Tho' rich like one, like t’ other good) 

To Duft and Shades, without 9 Sun, | 
Defcend, and fink in deep Obliyion’s Flood, 


Who | 


mv L : Ke Es W x x on fe : 
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| Who knows, if the kind Gods will give ve 
Another Day to Men that live \ 

In hope of many diftant Years, 


Or if one Night more-fhall retrieve 
The Joys thou lofeft by thy idle Fears? 


The pleafant Hours thou fpend'ft in Health; 
The ufe thou mak’ft of Youth and Wealth, 
As what thou giv'ft among thy Friends, 
Efcapes thy Heirs, to thofe the Stealth 
Of Time and Death, where Good and Evil ends, 


For when that comes, nor Birth, nor Fame, 

Nor Piety, nor honeít Name, 3 

. Can er reftore thee, Theféus bold, | 

Nor chafte Hippolitus could tame — ; 
 Devouring Fate, that {pares nor Young nor Old. 


By another Hand. 

In the Second Mifeellany, Page 128. 
Inter's diffoly’d, behold a World's new Face! 
_." © How Grafs the Gronnd, how Leaves their Branches 

. "grace; sd ETAT 

That Earth which wou'd not to the Plough-fhare yield; 
Is fofter now, and eafie to be till’d, 
And frozen Streams, thaw’d by th’ approaching Sun, 
With whifp’ring Murmurs in their Channels run; - 
The naked Nymphs and Graces dance around, .- 
And o'er the flow'ry Meadows nimbly bound; 


(Ga The 
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The Months that run on Time’s immortal Wheels, . 
‘The Seafons, treading on each other's Heels, 
The winged Hours that fwiftly pafs away, xw pe D 
And fpitefully confume the fmiling Day, | ; e 
Tcll.us, that ali things muft with them decay. 

The Year rolls round us in a conftant Ring, 

And fultry Summer waftes the milder Spring; 
^Whofe hot Meridian quickly over-paft, 

Declines to Autumn, which, with bount'ous hafte, 
Comes crown'd with Grapes, but fuddenly is croft, 
Cold Winter nips his Vintage with a Freft. 
The Moon renews its Orb, to fhine more bright; | 
But when Death's Hand puts out our mortal Light, : 
With us alas, "tis ever ever Night! 

With Tallas and with -Ancus we fhall be, 

And the brave Souls of Vanquifh'd Hero's fee. 

Who knows if Gods above, who all things fway, 
Will fuffer thee to live another Day? 

Then pleafe thy Genius, and betimes take care 

To leave but little to thy greedy Heir. 

When among Crowds of Ghofts thou fhalt appear, 
And from the Judge thy fatal Sentence hear, — — 
Not Birth, nor Eloquence, nor Wealth, nor ail 
That thou canft plead, can the paft Doom recal, 
Diana, tho’ a Goddefs, cannot take 
Her chafte Hippolitus from Letbe's Lake. 

Pirithous bound in Fetters muft remain, 
Thefeus no more can break his adamantine Chain, 


as 
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By Mr. Sr gp wE y. 
Printed in the Firft Mifcellany, Page 175. 


I. 
Vee immortal as my Bays I fing; °° 
When fuited to my trembling String: 
When by ftrange Art both Voice and Lyre agree 
To make one pleafing Harmony. ^ 
All Poets are by their Blind Captain led: 
_ (For none e’er had the facrilegious Pride 
To tear the well-plac’d Laurel from his aged Head) 
Yet Pindar’s rolling dithirambick Tide 
‘Hath fill this Praife, That none prefume to fly 
Like him, but flag too low, or foar too high. 
— Still does Stoficorus his Tongue 
- Sing fweeter than the Bird which on it hung. 
Anacreon ne'er too old can grow, : 
Love from ev'ry Verfe does flow: - 
Still Sapphe’s Strings do feem to move, - 
Inftructing all her Sex to Love. 
Il. 
Golden Rings of flowing Hair 
More than Hellen did iafnare; 
Others a Prince's Grandeur did admire; 
And wond'ring, melted to Defire. 
Not only skilful Teucer knew | 5 
To dire& Arrows from the bended Yew. 
‘Troy more than once did fall, 
Tho’ hireling Gods rebuilt its nodding Wall. 
— G3 Was’ 


{ 
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; Was Stenelus the only valiant He, 
A Subject fit for lafting Poetry? - 
Was Hecior, that prodigious Man alone, 
Who, to fave others Lives, expos'd his own?, 
Was only he fo brave to dare his Fate, 
And be the Pillar of a tott’ ring State? 
No; others bury’d in Oblivion lye, 
As filent as their Grave, 
Becaufe no charitable Poet gave 
Their well-deferved Immortality. 
"5 Lh 
Virtue with Sloth, and Cowards with the puis 
‘Are levell'd in. th’ impartial Grave; 
1f they no Poet have. 
But I willlay my Mufick by, 
And bid the mournful Strings in Silence lye; 
Unlefs my Songs begin and end with you, - 


To whom my Strings, to whom my Songe are due. 


No Pride does with your rifing Honours grow, 
You meekly look on fuppliant Crowds below. 
Should Fortune change your Happy State, - 
You could admire, yet envy not the Great. 
Your equal Hand holds am. unbyafs'd Scale, —— 
Where no rich Vices, gilded Baits prevail. 
You with a gen’rous Honefty defpife 
What all the Meaner World fo dearly prize: 
Nor does your Virtue difappear, » 
With the fmall Circle of one fhort-liv'd Year: 
Others, like Comets, vifit and away ; 
Your Luftre (great as theirs) finds no Decay, - 
But it with the conftant Sun makes an Eternal Day. 


IV. We 
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. Iv. : 
We barbaroufly call them bleft, | 
Who are of Largeft Tenements poffeft, é 
Whilft {welling Coffers break their Owner's Ref. 
More truly happy thofe who can | 
Govern that little Empire, Man ; 
Bridle their Paffions and dire& their Will 
Thro’ all the glit'ring Paths of charming Ill; 
Who fpend their Treafure freely, as *twas giv’n 
By the large Bounty of indulgent Heavn; 


Who in a Fixt Unalterable State, ES e 
Smile at the doubtful Tide of Fate, 
Ard {corn alike her Friendfhip and her Hate. | $ 


Who Poyfon lefs than Falfhood fear, 
Loth to purchafe Life fo dear: 


But kindly for their Friend embrace cold Death, 


And feal their Country’s Love with their Pun Breath. 


ripen dio 
By Mr. MAN NING. 4 


T. why fo wond'rous Coy, 
When Yoath invites to Pleafure? 
Think you that Love's a Lafting Joy, 
That one may tafte at leifure? 


Confider better, I advife, 
The Queftion I am ftating ; 
That Beauty fades, Occafton flies, 
While yeu're the Point debating. 


Ga ~~ | Tho 
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Tho’ now infenfible as fair, 
And all my Vows difdaining, 
You take Delight in my Defpair, 
And mock my fond Complaining : 


When Age fhall feize you yet a Maid; 
. And all thofe lovely Treffes, . 
Where Cupid fits in ambufcade, 

And {caters thoufand Graces; 


Shall fall defencelefs from your Head,. 
And Love his Camp remove; 


"T hofe fparkling Eyes look funk and ded : 


That now fo fatal prove: 


When that Vermilion on your Face, 
That does the Rofe outvy, 

To deadly Palenefs thall give place, 
And lofe its Crimfon Dye, 


Then (mark me) as the faithful Grafs 
The difmal Change betrays, — 
You'll cry, How mad was I to paf 
So ill my youthful Days! 


But oh, too late my Fault I own, 
(None can paft Youth renew) 
I'm ever deflin'd to bemoan 
The Foys I never knew.. 


Boox IV. 
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DE XT 
Never before Printed, 
I. 


Lee have my Pray’rs flow Heavn affaibd,. 
But Thanks to all tbe Pow’rs above, — 
Ibat fill revenge the Cau[e of injur’d Love; 
Lyce, at laf they have prevail'd.. 
Now full amends by Heav'n is made; 
For who can Providence upbraid, 
That fees thy former Sins with a ct Age repaid ?- 


Thou'rt Old, and yet by awk’ by! Ways doft firrve 
Ih’ unwilling Paffien to revive; 
. Deft Dance, and Drink; and Thrune upon thy Lyre, 
And all to cateb fome filly Country Squire. 
Alas? in Chloe’s Cheeks Love basking kes, 
Chloe, great Beauty’s faireft Prize, - / 
Chloe that charms our Ears, and ravifhes our bac 
Ili. 
The vig'reus Boy fies o'er the barren Plains: 
Where faplefs Oaks their witber d Tranks extend 5 
For Love, like other Gods, difdains 
To grace the Shrine, that Age has once profan'd; 
He too Laughs at thee now, 
 Seorns thy grey Hairs, and wrinkled Brow ; 
How one his youthful Fires agree with hoary Age's Snep ! 
IV, 
In vain with wondrous Art, and mighty Care, 
— You firive your ruin’d Beauty to repair, 
.. No far-fetch'd Silks one Minute can reftore 
: Wat Time has added to the endlefs Score. | 
A A4 SUD Ev Ne, 
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No, precious Stones, tho’ ue'er fo bright 
They [bine with their own Native Light, 


^ Will but difgrace thee now, and but enbance thy Night. 
; v "^. 


; Ah me! where's now that Mein! that Face! 
. That Sbate! that Air! that ev'ry Grace! 
That Colour! whofe enchaniing Red 
- Me to Love's Tents a Captive led ? 
Strange turn of Fate, that fle — 
Who from my felf fo oft has flol'n poor me, — [ be, 
Now, chro’ tbe jut Revenge of Time, flol'n from her felf fhould 
VI. 


~ 


Tune was when Lyce's pow'rful Face 
To Phillis only gave the Place ; 
Perfect in all thofe little Tricks of Love, — 
Which Charm the Senfes, and the Fancy move; 
But Fate to Phillis a long Reign deny'd, 
She fell in all ber blooming Beautys Prides — 
She conquer d whilfi fhe liv'd, aud triumph’d as the dy d. 
VH. : 
"on, like fome old Commander in Difgrace, — 
Surviving the paft Conguefts of thy Face, 
Now the great Bufine/s of thy Life is done, 
Review’? with Grief what Trophies thou halt won, 
Damu'd to be parch’d with Luft, tho’ chill’d with Age, — 
«dnd tho’ paft Action, damn’d to tread the Stage, : 
That all might Laugh to fee that glaring Light, 
Which lately fhone fo fierce and bright, ; 
End with a Stink at laf, aud vanifh into Night. 5 


HORACE, 


EPODE I 
: By Mr. CH ET IV 00 D. 
Printed in tbe Firf? Part of Mifcellany Poeras, Page 184: 


» 
Pu HEN you, Mecanas, with your Train, 
X^ Embarking on the Royal Fleet, 
say, Expofe your felves to the rough Main, 

2 And Cafar’s threat'ning Danger meet, ^ 
Whilft in ignoble Eafe Um left behind, 
And fhall I call you cruel, or too kind, 

Il, 
Paftimes and Wine, whi ch Vetfe infpire, © 
Are taftelefs all, now you are gone, - 
Untun'd is both my Mind and Lyre, 
And ‘in full Courts I feem alone. 
‘The Relith you to my Enjoyments give, 
And ‘Life, p of you, cou'd hardly Jive. 
I 


Then fhou'd I a young Seaman grow, 
And take a Cutlace in my Hand? 
Yes} 


^ 
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(Yes, with you, to the Pole I’d go, — 
Or tread fcorch'd 4frick’s treacherous Sand. 
‘And I perhaps cou'd fight, or fuch as I, 
At leaft, inftead of better Men, cou'd die. 
IV. 
You'll fay, what are my Pains to you? 
I'm not for. War and Action made: 
Bid me my humble Care purfue, 
— Seek Winter-Sun and Summer-Shade: _ 
W hilft both your great Example, and Commands; 
Require more A&ive and Experienc’d Hands. 
| ¥. 
If you fay this, you never knew 
Friend(hip, the nobleft Part of Love; 
What for her Fawn can th'Old One do, | 
/. Or for her young the timorous Dove: 
They’re more at Eafe, tho’ helplefs, being near; 
And Abfence, ev’n in Safety, caufes Fear. 
VI. 
This Voyage, and a huncred more, 
To gain your Favour I would take: 
But don’t what's faid on Virtue’s Score; — 
For fervile Flattery miftake. d 
No City Palace, or large Country Seat, 
I feck, nor aim fo low as to be great. 
: VII. 
I never lik’d thofe reftleís Minds, 
Which by mean Arts with mighty Pain, 
Climb to the Region of the Winds, ! 
Then of Court Hurricenes complain. 3 
Kind Heav’n affures me: 1 Mall ne’er be eR 
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EPODE It. 
By Mr. DRYDE N. 


Printed in the Second Part of Mifcellany Poems, Page n 


| H OW happy in his low Degree, . 
How rich in humble Poverty is lie; 
Who leads a Quiet Country Life! - 
Difcharg'd of Bus'nefs, void of Strife; 
And from the griping Scrivener free; 
^ (Thus e'er the Seeds of Vice were fown;. 
Liv'd Men in Better Ages born, 
Who plow'd with Oxen of their own 
Their fmall paternal Field of Corn) 
Nor Trumpets fummen him to War, '- 
Nor Dreams difturb his Morning Sleep; 
Nor knows he Merchants gainful Care, 
Nor-fears the Dangers of the Deep. 
'T'he Clamours of contentious Law, 
And Court and State he wifely fhuns, - 
Nor brib'd with Hopes, nor dar'd with Awe;. 
To Servile Salutations runs: 
But either to the clafping Vine 
Does the fupportiag Poplar wed; 
Or with his Pruning-hook disjoin 
Unbearing Branches from their Head, 


And grafts more happy Branches in their ftead : 


Or climbing to a hilly Steep, 

He views his Herds in Vales afar, 
Or fheers his over-burthen’d Sheep, 
Or Mead for cooling Drink prepares, 
Of Virgin- Honey, in the Jars, 
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Or in the now Declining Year, 
When bount'ous Autumn rears his Head, 
He joys to pull the ripen’d Pear, | 
And cluft’ring Grapes with Purple fpread; | 
The Faireft of his Fruit he ferves, : 
Priapus, thy Rewards: 
Sylvanus too his Part deferves, 
Whofe Care the Fences guards. 
Sometimes beneath an ancient Oak, 
Or on the matted Grafs he lies; 
No God-of Sleep he need invoke. 
The Stream that o’er the Pebbles flies, 
— With gentle Slumber crowns his Eyes: 
The Wind that whiftles thro’ the Sprays, 
Maintains the Confort of the Song ;. 
And hidden Birds with native Lays 
The golden Sieep prolong. 
But when the Blaft of Winter blows, 
And hoary Froft inverts the Year, 
Into the naked Woods he goes, 
And feeks:. the tusky Boar to rear, 
With well-mouth’d Hounds and pointed Sees 
Or fpreads his fubtle Nets from Sight, 
With twinkling Glaffes to betray 
The Larks that in the Marfhes light ; 
Or makes the fearful Hare his Prey. 
Amidft bis harmlefs eafie Joys, 
No anxious Care invades his Health, 
Nor Love his Peace of Mind deftroys;. 
"Nor wicked Avarice of Wealth. 
But if a chafte and pleafing Wife, : 
To eafie the Bus‘nefs of his Life, uo wy 


, Divides 


| 
: 


Divides with him his Houfhold Care, 

Such as the Sabine Matrons were, 

Such as the Swift .dpulian’s Bride; 

^. Sun- burnt and fwarthy tho’ fhe be; 

Will Fire for Winters. Nights provide, 
And without Noife will overfee 
His Children and his Family; 

And order all things ’till he come, 

Sweaty and over-labour'd, home; 

If fhe in Pens his Flocks will fold, 
And then produce her Dairy Store; 

With Wine to drive away the Cold, 


And unbought Dainties of the Poot. _ 


Not Oyfters of the Lucrine Lake ) 
My fober Appetite would with, 
Nor Turéet,, ot the Foreign Fifh 

That rolling Tempefts overtake, 
And hither waft the coftly Difh: 

Not Heatbpowt, of the rarer Bird, 


^. Which Phafis, or lonia yields, 


More pleating Morfels wou'd afford 
Than the fat Olives ef my Fields; 

"Than Shards or Mallows for the Pot, 

That keep the loofen'd Body found; 

Or than the Lamb that falls by Lot, 
To the juft Guardian of my Ground; 

Amidft thefe Fea&s of happy Swains, 
The jolly Shepherd {miles to fee 

His Flocks returning from the Plains; 
The Farmer is as pleas'd as he, 

"To view his Oxen fweating Smoke, 


Bear on their Necks the loofea'd Yoke; | 


HORACE. 


136 flORAE EB. 
To look upon his menial Crew; _ 
That fit around his chearful Hearth; 
And Bodies {pent in Toil renew _ "n 
With wholefome Food and Country Mirth! 
. This Morecraft faid within himfelf; at 
Refolv’d to leave this wicked Town,. 
And live retir'd upon his own. | 
He call'd his Mony in: | 
| But the prevailing Love of Pelf, 
Soon {plit him on the former Shelf; 
And put it out-again, - 


By Mr. COWLEX. 
Printed in his-Poems, Page 720, - 
Beatus ille qui procul, &c, 
I Appy the Man whom bounteous Gods allow 
At. With bis own Hand Paternal Grounds to plow !: 
Like the firft golden Mortals, happy he, | 
From Bujmefs and the Cares of Money free! 
No human Storms break off at Land bis Sleep, 
No loud Alarms of Nature on the Deep; — 
From all the Cheats of Lam he lives fecure, 
Nor does th’ Affronts of Palaces endure. | 
Sometimes the beauteous, marriageable Vine 
He to the lufty Bridegroom Elim does join 
Sometimes be lops tbe.barren Trees around; Cox 
Aud grafts new Life into ihe fruitful Wound; 
Sometimes he (peers his Flock, and fometimes he: 
Stores up the Golden Treafures of the Bee. — 
He fees his lowing Herds walk o'er the Plain, 
Whilft neighb’ring Bills low back to them again i 


|Oddud when the Sea[on, rich as well ag gay, b 


AH OBIRGE. SoS 


Lill ber Autumnal Bounty does difplay, : bh 
How is be pleasd th’ encreafing Uje to fee 
Of bis well-trufted Labours bend the Tree? 
Of which large Shares, on the glad Sacred Days; =~ 
Hie gives to Friends, and to the Gods repays. : 
With bow much Foy does. be beneath fome Shades. 

By aged Trees rev'rend Embraces made, 

His carelefs Head on the frefb Green recline, 

His Head uncharg’d with Fear or with Defigns. 

By bim a River conftantly complains, 

The Birds above rejoice with various Strams, 

ind in the folemn Scene ther Orgies keep, 

Like Dreams mix'd with the Gravity of Sleep; 

Sleep, which does always there for Entrance wait;. 


- And nought within againft it buts the Gate. 


Nor does the rougheft Seafon of the Sky, 


-. Or fallen Jove, all Sports to bim deny, — — 


He runs the Mazes of the nimble Hare, 
His well-mouth’d Dogs glad Concert vends the Air: 


- Or with Game bolder, and rewarded more, 


He drives into a Toil the foaming Boar; 

Here flies the Hawk taffault, and there the Net 

To intercept the travelling Fowl is fet. 

And all his Malice, all bis Craft is fhown 

In innocent Wars, on Beafts and Birds alone. 

This is the Life from all Misfortunes free, 

From thee the great One, Fyrawt Love, from tbees, 
And if a chafle and clean, tho’ homely Wife. 

Be added to the Blefings of this Life, 

Such as the ancient Sun-burnt Sabins were, 


Such as Apulia, frugal fill, does bear, 


Who makes ber Children and the Houfe ber Care;. 


- And joyfully the Work of Life does fhare, Nor 


Nor thinks her felf too noble, or to fine, 

To pin the Sheep-fold, er to milch the Kine; 
Who waits at Door againft ber Husband come, 
From Rural Duties, late, and wearyd home : 

Where fhe receives him with a kind Embrace, 
A chearful Fire, aud a more chearful Face; 
And fills tbe Bowl up to a homely Lord, 

«ud with Domeftick Plenty loads the Board, 
Not all the lufiful-Sbell-fifh of the Sea, . * 
Drej?d by tbe wanten Hand of Luxury, 

Nor Ortalans, nor Godwits, nor the rept 
Of coftly Names, that glorifie a Feaft, 

Aare at the Princely Tables better Cheer, 
Than Lamb and Kid, Lettuce and Olives bere, 


EPODIE XV. 
Jo bis Perjar'd. Miftrefi. 
By. MrT. YALDEN. 


Nox erat, & Coclo fulgebat Luna Sereno, (fc. 


de was one Evening, when the rifing Moon | 
Amidft her Train of Stars diftin@ly fhone: | 
Serene and calm was the inviting Night, 
And Heav’n appear'd in all its Luftre bright: 
When you, Neera, you, my. Perjur'd Fair, 
Did to abufe the Gods and me prepare: Ria. 
"T was then you {wore-——Remember, faithle Mead; ^ 
With what endearing Arts you then betray'd; E 
: Re- 
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Remember all the tender things that tad 

When round my Neck your willing Arms were caft; 
The circling Ivies, when with Oaks they joi, 

Seem loofe, and coy, to thofe fond Arms of thine, 


‘Believe, yeu cry'd, this folemn Yow, Setiewe 
The nobleft Pledge that Love aud I can grve: 
Or if there's ought more facred here below, 
Let that confirm my Oath to Heav^n and you. 
If eer my Breaft a Guilty Flame recerves, 
Or covets Toys but what thy Prefence gives; 
May ev'ry injur'd Power affert thy Caufe, 
And Love avenge his Violated Laws: 
While cruel Beafls of Prey infeft the Plain, 
And Tempefts rage upon the faithlefs Main: 
While Sighs and Tears {hall liffning Virgins move; 
So long, ye Pow'rs, will fond Mezera love, 


Ah faithlefs Charmer, lovely. isi Maid? 
Are thus m y Vows and gen'rous Flame repaid? 
Repeated Slights I have too tamely bore, 
Still deated on, and fill been wrong'd the more, 
Why do I liften to that Syren’s Voice, 
Love ev'n thy Crimes, and fly to Guilty Joys! 
Thy fatal Eyes my beft Refolves betray, ; 
My Fury melts in foft Defires away : 5 
Each Lock, each Glance, for all thy Crimes attone,, 
Elude my Rage, and I’m again undone. 


But if my injur’ Soul dares yet be brave, 
Unlefs m fond of Shame, confirm'd a Slave, 
I will be deaf to that enchanting Tongue, 
Nor on thy Beauties gaze away my Wrong: - ^ 
| iE | & 
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. At length T’ll loath each proftituted Grace, 

Nor court the Leavings of a cloy'd Embrace; 
But fhew with Manly Rage, my Soul's above: 
The cold Returns of thy exhaufted Love: 

Then thou fhalt juftly mourn at my Diídain, 
Find all thy Arts, and all thy Charms in vain: 

. Shalt mourn, whilft.I, with-nobler Flames purfüe- 
Some Nymph as fair, tho” not unjuft as you; — 
Whofe Wit and. Beauty fhall like thine excell; 

But far furpafs in Truth, and Loving well, — 


But wretched thou, whee’er my Rival art, 
That fondly boafts an, Empire o’er her Heart ;. 
Thou that enjoy’& the fair iaconftant Prize, 
And vairly triumph'ft with my Vi&ories; 
Unenvy'd now o'er all her Beauties rove, © 
Enjoy thy Ruin and Neera's Love: ed 
Tho' Wealth and Honour grace thy nobler Birth; 
To bribe her Love, and fix a wand'ring Faith: — 
Tho’ ev'ty Grace, and ev’ry Virtue join, 
T' enrich thy Mind, and make thy Form divine: — 
Yet bleft with endlefs Charms, too foon you'll prove 
The Treacheries of falfe Neara’s Love. aoe 
Loft, and abandon’d by. th? ungrateful Für, |. 
Like me you'lllove, be injor'd and defpair ;. | 
When left th'anhappy Object of her Scorn, = A 
Then: fhall I {mile to fee the Vi&tor mourn, e 
Laugh at thy Fate, and triumph in my Turn, 
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DOOR L SATYRML 
By Mr. HORNECK. 


$5 Hence i is't, Macenas, that fo few approve 


NE mes ed The State they’re plac’d in, and incline to 
M: rove; 

yu Whether againft their Will, by Fate im- 
h*c c4 . posd, 
Or lr by Confent and prudent Choice efpous' d? 
Happy the Merchant! the old Soldier cries, 
Broke with Fatigues, and warlike Enterprize. 
The Merchant, when the dreadful Hurricane 
'Toffes his wealthy Cargo on the Main, 
Applauds the Wars and Toils of a Campaign. 
There an Engagement foon decides your Doom, 
Bravely to die, or come victor'ous home. 


id 


"The Lawyer vows the Farmer’s Life is beft, 


"When, at the Dawn, the Clients break’ his Reft. 
The Farmer having put in Bail t’appear, 

And forc'd to Town, cries they're happieft there: 
With Thoufands more of this inconftant Race, 
Would tire Fadiws to relate each Cafe. 


Not 
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Not to detain you longer, pray attend 
The Iffue of all this; fhould fove defcend, 
And grant to ev’ry Man his rath Demand, | 

To run his lengths with a neglectful Hand; 

Firft, Grant the harafs’d Warrior a releafe, — mee S 
Bid him go trade, and try the faithlefs Seas, c 
To purchafe Treafure and declining Eafe. 

Next call the Pleader from his learned Strife, 

To the calm Bleffings of a Country Life: 

. And, with thefe fep’rate Demands, difmifs 

, Each Suppl'ant to enjoy the promifs'd Blifs, 

Don't you believe they'$ run? Not one will move, 

Tho’ proffer'd to be happy from above. - eS 

Were it not juft that “Jove, provok'd to Heat, = os 


Should drive thefe Triflers from the Hallow’d Seat, 
And unrelenting ftand when they intreat ? 


But not to país this Subject as in PM 
Tho’ ferious Truths may with a Smile be dreft; 
As your indulgent Mafters ufe to teach 
Their hum'rous Scholars the firft Parts of ers 
Soothing with Plumbs and Cakes th’unpleafant Noife, 
And foft‘ning the harfh Lines i that Difguife. _ 


The Vintner's Craft, the Sold’ers fcanty Fare, 

The Sailor's Shocks by-Sea, and Change of Air, 

Center in this, To quit tbe Stage at laf, 

And reap tbe. Harveft of their Laloari paft. | 

Vainly propofing to themfelves, when gain'd - 

An Eafy Competence, they'll ftop their hand: 

Taking their meafure from the Emmet’s Toi, — : d 


Now to be grave. ' The atthe beali Dan, o : 


Who rakes from ev’ry Stack to heap the Pile, 
Appriz’d and wary of the Futare I, - uà 
ii Who 


i 
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Who when Aquarius bodes the Seafon's. gh de 
Safe in his Hoards, he's never known to range; 


When neither Solftice Heat, or Winter Froft, 
Swords, Fire, the Sea's united Hoft, 


| Can check your raging Luft of Gain; 
Til equal to the Beft in Wealth and Train. - 


What profits Misco fo much Coin and Plate; 
Fearful to lofe, if it fhould circulate? — — ; 


' Bat you'll reply, If once a Bag is broke, 


It dwindles, and infenfibly goes off. 

But if you never leffen the vaft Store, 

You're ftill amidft thefe golden Mountains poor. - 
What if a Thoufand Quarters of threfh’d Wheat 1 
Lye on your Floors, you more than I can't eat ; : 


And all can but fuffice your Appetite : 


Juft as the Slave who's loaded with the Sack, 


Shares no more Bread than the Unfurnifh'd Back: 


Or pray convince me, where's the odds ^twixt one 
Who, within narrow Bounds confin'd, has fown | 

His Fifty Acres, and the Man who ploughs 

Thoufands with greedy Hands, and empty Vows? 

fry, but "tis pleafant, from the Full-pil’d Heap, 

To draw at leafure, and full Garners keep, i 
Whilft we with Care muft leffen what we reap, 

Why fhould your Granaries be valu’d more 

Than my poor Basket with its bumble Store? 

Asif when Thirft does but one Glafs require, > 
I fhould in fpacious Floods abate the Fire, . 
And not with leffer Goblets quench Defire, 1 
To him they're odly bigger in conceit, 


Like thofe who much prefer to what is fit. : 


When the fwift dufid by Land-floods fupply’d, 
Rolls Banks with hoofen’d Trees along the Tide. 
| He 
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‘He that can live on Nature's flender Meal, é 


Drinks the pure Near of the neighb'ring Well, 
Nor trufts his Fortune on a Faithlefs Keel, 


But moft, impos'd on by’a Vicious Tafle, 
Fancy their Treafures never {well too faft, 
For as the, World goes, all the Court that’s thewn, 
Is in Proportion to the Wealth you own. 
‘What wou'd you fay to fuch? They’re free 
To live fo, fince they like the Slavery. 
As one at Athens miferably rich, 
Anfwer'd their Satyrs with this carelefs Speech: 
The People hifs me, dut I clap my (eif, 
When I entrench’d at home, count -o'er nay Pelf. 


| The thirfty Tantalus, amidft the Floods, 

Striving to quench his Drought 
But why a Simile 1 beg gus Change the Name, 

The Story fits you, and you're juft the fame; 

W hilft fnatching at your Bags you Slumbers fteal,' 
Thinking i it Sacrilege to break the Seal: 

And; in reality no more poffefs, 

Than Pictures you admire, but not carefs, 


Perhaps thou art ignorant of what ufe 
Thy Mony is, and that is thy Excufe: 
Buy Bread and Herbs, and a brisk Charge of Wine, 
To thefe fome other Neceffaries join, 
Without which languid Nature muft decline, | 
Ist pleafant, think you, to be hourly fcard? ^ sg 
Jealous of Thieves, and of your Houfhould Guard, — t 
Left they fhould ftrip you, and file off unheard. 
If thefe are the fole Bleffings which await 
The Mifer's Life, grant me the Meaneft Fate! | 
You'll 
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You'll urge perhaps a Cold may feize your Head, 


‘Or Chronique Cafe confine you to your Bed, 
Then your Wealth’s ufeful to procure a Friend, 
A Nurfe to chafe, Phyficians to attend 
The Crifis, and reftore you in the end. 

But ftill your Wife and the expecting Heir, 


"Think ev'ry Minute long *till you expire, 


And all your Neighbours fecond the Defire, 


. Dou't wonder, when you prize your Gold above 


All Friends, you meet with fuch indiff rent Love. 


- 1f by no Marks of Bounty you retain 


Kindred and Friends, you act as much in vain, 


_ Asif you'd teach an Afs t'obey the Rein. 


Ceafe now, at laft, thus rich, to covet more, 
When there's fo little Fear of being poor, 
Learn to be eafy, and renounce all Claim 


To Further Wealth, when you have got your aim. 


Not like Umidius, who, the Story fays, 
Meafur’d his Money, but withal fo bafe, . 

That he went always cloathed like a Slave, 
Dreading to flarve before he reach'd the Grave: 


“Buta Virago of his Family _ 


Eas’d with an Ax his Fears, and fet him free, 


What do y'advife me? To turn Prodigal, 
And by Debauches quickly run out all? 
You prefs a Chara&er fo oppofite, 
As with my frugal one will ne’er unite. 
No: But when I your fordid Temper blame, 
I'd neither have you {quander Wealth or Fame, 
"F'wixt two Extremes there is a Golden Mean, 
Which to this Side or that muft never lean; 
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More than the Nigeard, but as void of Reft, 


~ Contented with the Years he has poffefs'd, 
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If once thofe narrow Boundaries are croft, 
Our Notions of what's right and juft are loft, 
But to refume the Point; ; 


Is it not (trange that.none are really bleft g : 


Thinking another’s Fortune ftill the beft. - 

Pine 'caufe their Neighbours Cattle hourly thrive, _ 
And full ftretch'd Dugs a Larger Shower give; 
Diídain to fize among the Middle Sort, 

But ftrive to mount ó'er this great Man at Court; | 
W hilft ftill there's one more pow’rful in Sway, T | 
O'ertakes them in their Courfe, and blocks their Wayi 
As when Two Char'ots from the Bars releas'd, - 

The hindmoft Driver preffes on his Beaft, 

"Till, pat his Rival, he commands the Plain, 

And in Derifion holds a fportive Rein. 


From this Inconftancy we rarely find, 
One that has liv’d agree’ble to his Mind, 


Retires without Difturbance from Life’s Feaft,. 
And dn afleep like a Well-fated Gueft. 


‘Not ore Word more, left you fheu’d think Tye: file 
A.tedious Leffon from blind Crifpin’s Roll. : 


-—— 


A ORAC E. 17 
SATYR LL 
Imitated by a young Gentleman at Cambridge. 


Printed in the Sixth Mifcellany, Page 47s. 


. Corpoream ad naturam pauca videmus 
. Effe cpus omnino, ‘que cemant querque dolorem, 
Delicias quoque uti multas fubfternere poffint, (5, 
—Nil noftro in corpore gaze 
Proficiunt, neque nobilitas, neque gloria repni: 
Quod fupereft animo quoque nil Pprodeffe purandum eft, 
| Lucret. Lib, 2. 


Y Lord, wbente comes it, that with warring Thought, 
o We thus neglett what once with Care we fought? 
That none can eafie, none content can live, 
With what their Reafon chofe, or Fate would gite? 
Each brainfick Humvift likes his N cighbours Road, 
«dnd, [mte he goes it not, perverfly thinks it good. 
The haggard Veteran deform'd with Scars, 
And broke with long Fatigues in conftant Wars, 
Curfes the ftarveling Honours be doas got, 
And cries, The happier Merchant’s be my Lot. 
The Merchant, trembling, whilft the rowling Seas 
Tofs the charg’d Barque, and rifque bis future Exf2, 
‘Cries, Happy only is the Soldier's Fate, 
A ling’ring Fortune never for?d to wait j 
W'bofe Hopes are in one bappy Minute crown'd : 
In Victory; or Death, a certain Prize is fourd. 
The harrafi'd Laxyer thinks ihe Peafant ble/t, 
When early Clients intivrapt bis Ref, — 3 c 
d with impers’nent Fears his downy Hours moe, 1 
eur H z The 
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The lab’ring Peafant, whom vexatious Law, 
^ And dread Subpenas to the City draw, 
Extols each Pleafure of the gawdy Town, 

Where he no Labour feels, no itk[ome Toil has known. 
"Twere vain the differing Wifhes to rehearfe, 
_Or fow’r with Difcontents each jarring Vere: 

Not all could be expreft £y Fabius’ Tongue, - 

Tho’ fam'd for fpeaking nought, and pleading long. 
Bat left, like birn, 1, with cenforious Rhime, 

Should irefpafs on your Thoughts, or wafte your Time, 
Hear to what fpeedy Iffue 1 the Caufe 

WAll bring, and try 4t. by impartial Laws. 

Suppofe forme God; moud with our conflant Grief, 
Order’d each Malecontent bis wifh'd Relief : 

Do thon, who hat’ Campaigns, a Seaman’ be j 

And thou a Soldier; who condenm ft the Sea; 
he Lawyer to bis fancy'd Eafe retire; 

And the rude Hind to conrtly. Foys afpire : 


Hence, hence depart with chearful Looks, and blefs — é 
The pitying Pow'r, that gave your Griefs redrefs, 3 « 
Chang'd the Decrees of Fate to fix your Happinefi. cad 


What ? Silent? Do you then fo foon repeal 

What eager Warmth purfu'd with fo much Zeal? 
Can nought your idle Difcontents appeafe ? 

Can nought your troubled Souls your refilefs Fancies plea HE 
Come, chearful what the Gods beftow receive ; : 
Tis Maus Part 10 poffefs, the Gods can only gives 
What? Hum’rifts till? And do you thus embrace 
The tender Deity's abounding Grace? : 
What Arts can [creen this Folly? Wat fhall move 
Toe future Favours of deluded Jove? 

Well may bis fighted Mercy {corn your Pray’rs, | 
cut at your Mis'ries, «nd kino: yn Tears 5 
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Bid you be Wretches fill, fince you refufe : 
What Man could ne'er deferve, what none but Jou abuse. 
— Bnpt left you think this writ in fportive Mood, 
Fo raise your Fay; net to make ‘you Good: 
- Aind-yet I can’t conceive why beauteous Truth 
May wot become the gayeft Smiles.of Youth: 
Tis thus the Miflrefs, after fruitlefs Pains, 
With little Arts the wayward Infant gains; 
Treats him with Plumbs, and winning on kis Tafle, é 
N 


Jnfmuates the Leffon with the Feaft, 

And makes the Bitter kindly relifh, and digeft. 
But to be ferious, and thefe Trifles quit, 

The eafie Off fpring of luxuriant Wit; 

What would tbe Soldier, what the Seaman bave,- 
Vito dares the warring Ocean's Fury brave? 
Wat would the Vintners, who with dang’rous Arts 
Increase the "uice the bounteous God itmparts ; 
Refine on Nature’s Stores, and think her Reign 
Too narrow for their vaft Defires of Gain? — 
With one Confent they make this joint Replys - 

"Iis füture Cares our prefeat Thoughts employ: 
When trembling Limbs and fliffen’d Nerves prefage 
The fad Approaches of a belplefs Age; 

What then. fhall aid us, if the timely Care | 
Of vig'rous Youth does not ihe Burden bear, é 
And antedate the Labours of the hoary Year? 
Thus with fam’d Providence the flender Ant, 

The great Example of good Management, 

Whilft the fair Season lafts, and laviffd Grain 
Profufely on the Floors unwatch’d remain,. 
Induftrioufly his little Garner fills, 

And the Provifions for his Winter fleals; — 
Grateful, be takes what the Occafion grants, 


And. with the prefent Waffe fupplies bis future Wants. 
oM $ "Tis 
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"Tis true; but when the Winter fharper grows, 
And the decaying Year turns hoar swith Snows, | | 
When Nature's Penury can nought afford, se 
The little Beaft lives wanton on his board, : 
Aud what with anxious Care his prudent Forefight fior'd. — | 
Not fo with thee, whofe raging Thirft of Gold, 

Not Fire, nor Sword, not Sea, net Heat, nor Cold, - 

Can eer abate; and yet thy only Care 

Is to be Richer than thy Neighbours are. i 
Whence then'thefe monftrous Fears, that dare prefume. : 


Jo violate the common Mother's Womb, 
And make the fruitful Seat thy buryid Treafures Tomb? 
What Fruit, what Intreff can't thou thence receive? t 


What kind return fhould injur'd Nature give ?. 

Or change ber Courfe. to make her Enimy thrive ? 

" But if hard Times fhould break apon my Hoard, 

** Or Folly {quander what my Prudence [lords ae 
* Tue reff too flies, and mould:ring {inks AD AY y 

" Leaving its Maffer to deferv/d Decay. 

But fay, fuppofing it untouch'd, and sobole, -L we 
Whence fprinz the Charms, that move thy vavifl'd Soul ? 
What Bequty canft tbou in its Groffaefs find, | 
To pleafe thy Thoughts, and elevate thy Mind? 

What? tho’ thy Barns are full, and Purfe commands 
The various Products of ten tbou[and Lands? | 

Tho! lufty Nature lavi/hes her Pos 

To meet thy Wifb, and multiply thy Store? 

Tho teeming Provinces their Har vefts join 


To fell thy Treafures? Where's the va if Defignt 


Thy Stomach rioting at the plenteous Fea/ts, 
No more than mine can hold, no more digefts. 
As if among the Hinds, with friendly Care, 
Lhow the Provifions of she reft foould bear ; aet 
: Thots 


* 
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And Fancy, not our Reafon, holds the Seale; 
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"Thou couldft not, after all hy Toil and Sweat, - 
A greater Portion than thy Fellows eat, t 
Who carelefs walk'd at-eafe, nor felt the galling Wghe 


Or tell me freely, when the eafie Mind 

Can live by Nature's frugal Laws coufin'd ; 

Where is the diffrence to confidering. Men; 

Te plough ten thoufand Acres, or but ten? 

* But then "tris (weet to view the fimiling Stores, 

* And crowd the diftant "Toys of future Hours T: 
* Into one Moment’s Thought, and make them prefeut ours. 

* "Tis Godlike Luzury of Happine[s, 

* To be poffefing fill, aud know we always [Fall poffefi : 

* To take from Heaps that” What ? thou can'ft but have | 
What common Appetites of Nature crave : 

And if my earthen Farr, with meafur'd Grain, 

Can thofe in Pleafure, . aud in Health maintain ; 

I would not richer be, 1 want no more, 

Thar Egypt is to me, “tis Africk's fruitful Shore, 

"Twere Madne/s fare, sf thirfly Nature's want 

One Glafs could eafe, one Bottle could content; . 

To cry, the boundlefs Ocean’s Depths explore : 


a 


To quench my Thirft, nor flarve my fancy d Pow'r, 
Draining a petty: Fountain’s thrifty Store. 

Hence comes it, that where greedy Hopes prevail, 

The angry Auf idus fwells his foaming Streams, 

And fhows the Moral of the Mifer's Dreams; 

Devouring all, be marks bis wafteful Way, 

And bears the yielding Banks and thonghtle[s Wretch away. 
When be; whofe thoughts, contented, ne'er afpire, 

Nor {well roe what prefent Wants require 5 
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Fears not, reclining o'er rhe moffy Side, 
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The dreadful Ravage of the angry Tide, a 

Nor fooils bimfelf the Streams, which pare, which peaceful 
glide. 

He wifely views, how all around him fmile, t 

The Plants not witber'd, nor too rank the Soil: 

How Nature's equal Care does each maintain - 

In proper Beauty, by a frugal Rein; 

Then quaffs his limpid Neéar, free from Fears, M 

And flourifoes alike with Nature's ether Cares. 


But fill, the blinded World with Scorn regards: 
That Indolence, which tbefe Refults rewards; — dia ad 
And ravifl’d with a tawdry tinfel'd Drefs, . 
For that alone each God they anxious prefs, e 
That is their only Wifb, ibat they can only blefs : 
Think there’s no Scandal, but in being Poor, 
«dud meafure virtuous Worth by great Extent of Pow 
What {hall we do then, {ince no Hellebore, 
No Reafon can the willing Mad reffore? 


. Ev lei "em fill continue in their Dreams, 


Debauch their Fancies with the footbing Themes; 

"Twere vain and bopelefs to prefume Succe[s 

VPLere Patients bug their Ils, aud bate the kind Redrefs. 
At Athens liv'd a Wretch, Sordid and Old, 

Poffefing nothing, but poffejsd by Gold. — 

Him the infulting Mob, with Taunts affail’d, 

Feer'd as be pajsd, or hift, and loudly vail'd, 

Hence with the hideous Monfter’s baleful Sight, 

Rebel of Nature, and Mankind’s defpight ; 

Bear bim far hence, where-griping Harpies Reign, Ao neh 
And kindred Monflers fill the difimal Scene; — was 

. a | Wseft 
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Unfit for us, or Life — By Chinite repriev d, vip 
Got home, and from the publick Fury fav d, 
He thus reflects Well Fools hifs on, and threat, 
Vent all your Malice, all your Scorn and Hate, 
Shall thee {mall Blaffs my fieddpeBarque o'er fet? 


“Tis not your empty Honours tempt my Views, 


«4 nobler Foy my lal'ring Thought pur[ues ; 
Thon, thou my darling Gold, reigm[t Monarch here; 
The deareft Objedt of my Hope and Fear: 


- Whilft thou art guarded fafe from Infults free, 


Let them wreak all their Bolts, wafte all their Shafts on me, 

Not. all their Threats my fiedfaft Soul fhall move, 

In. Death Vil tafe thy Sweets and revel with my Love; 

Pufh my Enjoyments ev'n beyond the Grave, 

Since living I no "Toys but in thy Tomb can have. 

Poor Tantalus rhe {welling Flood furveys, 7 


That flies his Lips, aud can’t his Thirff appeafe.- 


Why {mil ft thou, Ignorant? Thou art that Curft, 
That Wretch, who dy ft with everlafting Thirft ; 

And what the Fable draws in (hort, is near 

Sheww in full length by thy Example bere. | | 
Thou art the real Tantalus, whofe Sleep’s 

Broke with difiemper'd Broodings o'er thy. Heaps, 
Declare thy tortur’d Soul, the Foys thy Av’rice reaps: s 

Wao bafely deify'fl what bounteous Heav'n 

Defign d thy ufeful Slave, a Bleffag givns | 

Yet shou pervert’? its Ufe, mak’ it thy Lord, | ¢ 

As Jove again was-to that Form refford, es. | 


Arradiated its Beams, and ligbteu'd from thy Hord: | 


And Thunder guarded [afe thy hallow’d store. 


As if the glorious Form for Shew was made, 
A ta[lelefs Pleafure, and an empty Shade ; 
Or as the Delphian Deities watch’d oer, - 
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Know’ft thou not, after all thy racking Cares, I1 | 
To raife the Heaps thy niggard Nature fpares, el 
The real Value, which thy Treafure bears? 

What? know'/t thou mot its Ue? lez Bread be bought, 

Let fav’ry Herbs, and cheerful Wine be fought ; 

Let Nature's Cravings meet. their juft fupplies; 

And little [ure can all ber Wants fuffce. 

Refllefs all Night, half dead with Fear each Hour; 

Left fudden Flames thy fav'rite Gold devour; 

Left fiurdy Burglars fhould befiege thy Pelf, 

Or faitblefs Servants rob you of your felf: 
Are thefe tbe only "Toys thy Wealth can grant, 

Dhe only Pleafures that thy Soul can want? — 

May I fucb dang’rous Bleffings.ever fhun, — 

Nor wi/h prepoft reufly to be undone : 

May l be ever Poor, and "cape the Snares 

The treach’rous Syren for the Rich prepares. 

* But fhould a.raging Fever boil your Blood; 

* Or fiercer Cold freeze up the vital Flood: 

Should any Mis'ry-nail you 10. your Bed, | 

«** Gouts rack your Limbs, or fhootings [plit your Head: 

«This will procure you Aid, fecure you Friends 
To watch your Wants, and wait your fih Commands; 

* *To barbe and rb you with obfequious Care, — | 
" And ev'ry friendly Drug with friendlier Help prepare; 
** Shall gain the Doctor's interpofing Pow, 

* To fave their Friend, and ward the fatal Hour; 

* Shall make bim Med'cines utmoft Arts explore, 

‘6 By that one happy Cure the Family io.refore. 
Miftaken Wretch; thy Children, Friends, thy Wife, . 
Dread the Continuance of thy irkfome Life; : 


line 
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Hate the officious Care, that bars their Foys, 
Retards Poffeffion, and their Hope deftroys : 
Thefe are the Fruits thy Avarice attend, 


A wretched, hated Life, and unlamented End. ' 


And where's the Wonder? In thy Days of Health, 
Thy only Pleafure was to rake up Wealth; 

That was thy only Friend, the reft paft by 
Unknown, as alien Blood; or hated, as too igh: — 
Gold was the only Thought thy Soul could move, 
All was devoted to that fatal Love; SE 
What canft thou in return from Friends expedi, 


But equal Hatred, and deferv’d Neglect? — 


Well may they in thy Miféries make old, - 
And facrifice thee, in their turn, to Gold. 


- Nature, "tis true, may kindly give you Friends, | 
But "ris your Care muft make "em ferve your Ends: - 


‘Tis juft you buy their Service, as they yours; 
Tis mutual Intevef Nature's feailer Bond fecures: 
All other Motives, Methods, Ties are vain, 


. Succefslefs Labour, and unfruitful Pain; » 


As if you'd teach the fluggifb fs the Courje, — 
To match th’ Olympian Racer’s noblé Force, - 


Or vie with proud Theffalia’s air-born Hore. 


Then let there be an End to all your Cares, ^ 


And fince your Stocks are great, be lefs your Ears; 


End all your Labours, fince their End is. got, 
And Fortune crowns you with a {miling Lot. 
Do not like rich 'Usnidius (hateful Name, 

Not long the Story, tho’ well known by Fame.) 


Whofe Wealih, too pond’rous for the common Scale, 
Was meafurd out, to eafe the tedious Zale; 
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‘Yet thoughtlefs Wretch, he dyd with conftant dread 
Of griping Penury, and want of Bread; 

Difclaim d bis Riches, and renounc’d his Kind; 

In Habit, fuited to his flavifh Mind: 

"4nd what's tbe End of all this Treafure fpar d? 
What proves, for all bis Toils, a jut Reward : e 

A Fav’rite Slave (sf any can be [p 

To joylefs Mifers, who mo. Pleafures know) 

Took pity on ber Patron's wretched Cafe, 

Gave him his Freedom with a Heroine’s Grace, — 
Easd bim from Life, and fee bis Soul at Peace. 


*« Well then? What's your Advice? That I fhon'd thrive 


** Like Neevius, or like Nomentanus live?’ 
Strangely perverfe! Is that a Vice to foun, 

To its moft diflant Oppofite to run, 

Uneafie to be fav'd, and glad to be undone ? 

Is there no golden Medium to be found, 

A Seat for Virtue, ard for Vice a Bound? 

I do not griping Avarice reprehend, 

That I may Kakes and Prodigals commend. 

Wide is tbe Diff rence, and diftin the Fire, = — 
Which flames in Tanais, and exalts Defre, ——— 
From the froz/n Humours of Vifellius’ Sire: 

In ev'ry thing a certain Mean is plac’d, 

Which muft bereach’d, and never be tranfere/id: 
In this fall Compafs Virtue feats ber Throne, 

By moft unheeded, tho’ to few unknown, PA 


Who leave ber real Charms for Monfters of their own. 


But to refume the Subject I begun, 

Nor wildly from my flated Purpofe rim; 
Shall, like the Mifer, none approve his State, 
But rather peat the diffrent Turns of Fate $ 
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Shall pine, when others (well with flowing Foy, 
Fond to amafs; yet feeming fonder to defiroy: 
Shall overlook the Crowds of poorer Men, 

Unjit for Envy, and too low for Spleens 
Shall only this or that rich Man regard, 


Whilft flill fome richer One appears in view; 

To draw him onwards, and bis Toil renew. 

As, when the Chariots, with applauding cries, 
Start from the Goal to. run Olympia's Prize: 
‘With equal Ardour, tho unequal Speed, 

All forwaris prefs the eager foaming Steed: 

Each bravely pushing only at the bef, 

Drives furious tow'rds it, and neglects the reft. 
Hence firings the Reafsn, ee) fo. few confefe. 
Their Life a real Round o] [HON 

That few ave known content to quit the Scene, 
Pleasd with their Part, without Regret or Pain; 
Gan leave its Plea[ures, like a chearful Gueft, 
Full with the Dainties of a dubious Feaft, : 
Sated with Life, in all, in its laft Changes eh; 4, 
But ?^tis enough, nor will I add a Line, 

Left. Crifpin’s tedions Rhimses fhould be repuied mine. 


Spurs to bis Hopes, and Patternsiof his Cares Reward: 


“yey 


Tot Bee eR 


PM TT BD TRUE E, t Bes 


9g8' HORACE. 


SATYR. TI. 
By Mr. ST AFFORD. 


En the Second Part of Mifcellany Paems, Page 144. 


I Was at firft, a Piece of Fig-tree Wood: 

And long an honeft Joiner pond'ring ftood, ^ 
Whether he fhou'd employ his fhaping ‘Tool 
To make a God of me, ora Joint-Stool ; 
Each Knob he weigh'd, on ev'ry Inch did plod, 
And rather chofe to turn me to a God. 
As a Priapus hence I grew ador'd, 
The Fear of ev’ry Thief, and ev'ry Bird. - 
The Rafcals from their pilf’ring Tricks defift, ' 
And dread each wooden Finger of my Fift. . 
The Reeds ftuck in my Cap the Peckers fright, 
From our new Orchards far they take their Flight, 
And dare not touch a Pippinin my Sight. — 


When any of the Rabble did deceafe, 
They brougb: em to this Place to ftink in Peace: - 


Un-noifome here t uffs of Rogues went out, 
"Twas once a comnfott Grave for all the Rout. 
Loofe Nomentanus left his Riots here, . : 
And lewd Pantala igot to jeer. 


Nor in thefe Pit-holes might "they put a Bone, - 
Cou'd lye beneath a Dunghif of its own. — 


Sweet are.the Walks, and vital is the Air : 


But now the Ground for Slaves no more they tear,-<. 
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Myrtle and Orange Groves the Eye delight, : 


Where Skulls and Shanks did mix a Ghaftly Sight; 


While here I ftand the Guardian of the'Trees, . 
Not all the Jays are ‘half the Grievances, 
As are thofe Hogs, who, diligent in Ill, 
Are either poys'ning or bewitching fill : 
Thefe I can neither -hurt-nor terrify, 
But ev'ry Night, when once the Moon is high, . 
They haunt thefe Allies with their Shrieks and Groans, 
And pick up Baneful Herbs and Humane Bones. 


. 1 {aw Canidia here, her Feet were bare, 
Black were her Robes, and loofe her flaky Hair ; 


‘With her fierce Sagana went (talking round, 


Their hideous Howlings fhook the trembling — 
A Palenefs; cafting Horror round the Place, 

Sat dead, and téfrible on either’s Face. 

Their impious "Trunks upon the Earth they caft, 
And dug it with their Nails in frantick Hatte : 


‘A coal-black Lamb then with their Teeth they tore; 


And in the Pit they pour'd the reeking Gore: 
By this they force the tortur'd Ghofts from Hell, 
And Anfwers to their wild Demands compel. 


Two Images they brought of Wax and Wool, 
The Waxen was a little puling Fool, 
A chidden Image, ready ftill to skip, 
Whene'er the Woollen one but fnapt his Whip. ! 
On Hecate aloud this Beldam calls, 
Jifipbone as loud the other bawls; 
A"Thoufand Serpents hifs'd upon the Ground, 


And Hell-hounds compafs'd all the Gardens round : 
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Behind the Tombs, to fhun the horrid Sight, 
The Moon skulk’d down, or out.of Shame, or Fright: . 


Aim at my Crown as often as they fly.:. 
And never mifs a Dab, tho’ ne'er fi high. . 
May Villain Fulivs, and his Rafcal Crew,. 
Ufe me with juft fuch Ceremony too. 


May every:Crow, and Cuckow, if:1 lye, 


But how much Time and Patience wou'd it coft; 
To tell the Gabblings of each Hag and Ghoft? 
Or how the Earth tbe ugly Beldame fcrapes, ! 
And hides the Beards of Wolves, and Teeth of Suakess 
While on the Fire the Waxen Image fries. | 


Vext to the Heart. to fee their- d ; 
My Ears torn with their bellowing Sprites, my Guts,. 
My Fig-trec Bowels wambled at the Slutgt 
Mad for Revenge, I gather'd all my Wind, 

And bounc'd like Fifty Bladders from behind. 


Scar'd with the Noife they fcud away to Town, 
While Sagana’s falfe Hair comes dropping down: 
Canidia tumbles o'er, for want of Breath, 

And fcatters from her Jaws her Set of Teeth; . 
I almoft burft to fee their Labours.croft, 
Their Bones, their Herbs, and all their Devils loft. 
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SATYR X. 


Nempe Incompofito dixi rr currere Verfus 
Lucili 


Printed in Rochefter’s Poems in Twelves. 


W ELL, Sir, "tis granted, I faid Dryden’s Rhimes 
Were ftoln, unequal, nay, dull many times. 
What foolifh Patron is there found of his, 

So blindly partial to deny me this? - T 
But that his Plays, embroider'd up and down 

With Wit and Learning, juftly pleafe the Town, - 4 
’ In the fame Paper I as freely own: 

Yet, having this allow’d, the heavy Mafs 

That ftuffs up his Loofe Volumes muft not pafs; 
For by that Rule one might as well admit 

Crown's tedious Scenes for Poetry and Wit. 

' Tis therefore not enough, when yout fale Senfe — 

Hits the falfe Tudsment of an Audience. 

Of clapping Fools affembling, a vaft Crowd, 

"Till the throng’d Play-houfe crack with the dull Load; 
. Tho’ ev'n that Talent merits in fome fort, 

That can divert the Raéd/e and the Court: 

Which dlund’ring Settle never cou'd attain, 

And puzzling Otway labours at in vain, 

Bat within due Proportion circumífcribe 

Whate’er you write; that with a flowing Tide. 

The Style may rife; yet, in its Rife, forbear, 

with Ufelefs Words, t'opprefs the weary’d Rar. 

Here be your Language lofty; there more light;. 
Your Rhetorick with your Poetry unite; 
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For Eigince fake fometimes allay the Force - : 
Of Epithet ; *twill foften the Difcourfe: 

A eff in Scorn points out, and hits the thing - 

More home than the Morofeft Satyr's Sting. 

Shakefpear and Fohnfon did in this excell, 

And might herein be imitated well; 

Whom refin'd Erhéridge Copies net at all, 

But is himéelf a meer Original: . 

Nor that flow Drudge in fwift Pindarick Strains - e 
Flatman, who Cowley imitates with Pains, . 
And rides a aded Mufe, whipt, with Leofe Reins. 

When Lee makes Temp'rate Scipio fret and raye, 

And Hannibal.a Whining am'rous Slave, — 

llaugh, and wifh the hot-brain'd fuftian Fool 

In Bwsby's Hands; to be well-lafh'd at School. 

Of all our Modern Wits; none feem to me | : 
Once to have touch’d upon true Comedy, t 
But hafty Sbadwell and flow Wycherley, —. 

Shadwell’s unfinith’d Works do yet impart 

Great Proofs of Borce of Nature, none of Art; 

With juft bold: Stiokes he dafhes here and there, 

Shewing Great Maffery with Little Care; 

Scorning to varnifh his Good Touches o’er, 

To make the Fools and. Women praife him more. 

' But Wycherley earns hard -whate’er he. gains; 

He wants no Fudgment, and he fpares no Pas. 

. He frequently excels, and, at the deaft; 


Makes fewer Faults than any of the reft. SOS 
Waller, by Nature for the Bays defign’d, he. od 
With Force, and Five; and Fancy: enconfin'é: | S 
In Panegyrick-does. excel Mankind. | $ 


He beft can turn, enforce, and foften things; 
To ipraife.great Conquerors, and fatter Kings. | 
5 , Bo For - 


.AWEORAMC.E. 
. For pointed Satyr I would Buckhurft chufe, 
The Beft Good Man, with the Jorfi-natur d Mufe, 
For Songs and Verfes mannerly obfcene, 
That can ftir Nature up by Springs unfeen, 
And, without forcing Blufhes, warm the Queen; 
> Sedley has that prevailing gentle Art, 
— "That can with a Refiftle/s Pow'r impart — 
The Loofeft Wifhes to the Chaffeff Heart; 
Raife fuch a Confli&, kindle fuch a Fire 
Betwixt declining Virtue and Defire, - 

Till the poor vanquifh'd Maid diffolves away. 
In Dreams all Night, in Sighs and Tears all Day. 
Dryden in vain try'd this nice way of Wit, 
For heto be a Tearing Blade thought fit; 
But when he would ‘be /harp he ftill was blunt, 
"To Frisk and Frolick Fancy he'd crye—— 
Wou'd give the Ladies. a Dry Bawdy Bob, 
And thus he.got the Name ot Piet Squab. 

But, to be juft, ’ewill to his Praife be foundy. 

His Excellencies more than Faulis abound; 
Nor dare I from his facred ‘Temples tear 
The Laurel, which he'beft .deferves to wrear. 
But does not Dryden find.ev’n Fobn/on-dull, 
Beaumont and Fletcher incorrect, and full 
Of Lewd Lines, as he calls thera? Sbakefpear's rey bes 
Stiff and affected ?. To his own, the while, 

Allowing all the Fuftice, that chis Pride 
So arrogantly had to thefe deny'd? 
And may not I have Leave Impartiallg 
To fearch and cen(ure Dryden's Works, and try - 
If thofe grofs Faults his.choice Pen does commit, 
Proceed from Wantof Judgment, or ot Wit? . 
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Or, if his lumpifh Fancy does refufe 

Spirit and Grace to his loofe flattern Mufe, 

Five Hundred Verfes ev’ry Morning writ, 

Prove him no more a Poet than a Wit;: 

Such Scribbling Authors have been feen before; — ^ > 
Mufiapha, the Ifland Prince, Forty more, : 
Were things perhaps compos'd in Half an Hour. 

To write what may fecurely fland the teft 

Of being well read over thrice at. leaf, 

Compare each Phrafe, examine ev’ry Line, - 

Weigh ev'ry Word, and ev’ry Thought refine ; 

Scorn all Applauje the Vile Rout can beftow, 

And be content to pleafe thofe-few who know. 

Canft thou be fachra vain miftaken thing, 

To with thy. Works may make a Play-bonfe ring - 

With the unthinking Laughter and poor Praife 

Of Fops and. Ladies, factious for thy Plays ?-- 

Then fend a cunning Friend to learn thy Doom; 

From the Shrewd Judges in the Drawing-room. - 

l've no Ambition on that idle Score, eh 
Bat fay with Berty Morice heretofore, E. t 
When a Court- Lady call'd her Buckbur/?’s Whore: A 
I pleafe one Man of Wit, am proud on’t 1005. | 

Let all the Coxcombs dance to Bed to you, - 

Shou'd I be troubl’d, when the purblind Knight, - 

Who fquints more in his 7udgrment than his Sight, é 
Picks filly Faults, and cenfures what I write: 

Or when the Poor-fed Poets of the Town, 

For Scraps and Coach-room cry my Verfes down? 

I loath the Rabble, *tis enough for me, tog 

If Sedley, Shadwell, Sheppard, Wicherly, en 
Godolphin, Butler, Buckburft, Buckingham, —— d 
And fome few more, whom I omit to name, 

Approve my Senfe; I count their Cenfure Fame. 
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The Country Moufe. 
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A Paraphrafe upon Horace, Book 2. Sat 6. 


By Mr MRL BAY: 


Printed in his Poems, Page 723. 


av the large Foot of a fair hollow Tree, 

Clofe to plow'd Ground, feared commodioufly, 
His anciest and Hereditary Houje, 
There dwelt a good fubftantial Country Moufe: 
Frugal, and grave, and careful of tbe main, 

Yet one, who once did nobly entertain 
| A City Mone, well coated fleck. and gay, 

A Moufe of high degree, which loft his Way, 
Wantonly walking forth to take the Air, 
And arriv'd early, and belighted there 
- For 4 Day’s Lodging: The good hearty Hoft 
_ (The ancient Plenty of bis Hall to boajt) 

Did all the Stores produce, that might excite, 
With various Tafles, the Courtier's Appetite. 
Fitebes and Beans, Peafon, and Oats, and Wheat, 
And a large Chefaut, the delicious Meat | 
Which Jove himfelf, were be a Moufe, would eat. 
And for a Hautgouft there were mix'd with thefe 
The Swerd of Bacon, and the Coat of Cheefe ; 

The precious Relicks, which at Harveft be 

Had gather d from the Reapers Luxury. ^ 

_ Freely (faid he) fall on, and never fpare, 

The bounteous Gods will for te-Morrow care. 


And 
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And thus at Eafe on Beds of Straw they lay, 
And to their Genius facrific'd the: Day, 
Yet the nice Gueft’s Epicurean Mind 
(Tho Breeding made him civil feem, and kind) 
De[pisd this Country Feaft, and [till his Thought 
Upon the. Cakes and Pies of London wrought, 
Your Beunty and Civility (faid be) 
Which I'm furpris'd in ibefe vude Parts 2o fee, 
Shews that the Gods have given you a Mind, 
Too noble for the Fate which here you find. 
Why flould a Soul, fo virtuous and fo great, ! 
Lofe it [elf thus 4n an obfcure Retreat? 
Let Savage Beafts lodge in a Country Des, 
You flould fee Towns, and Manners know, and Men: 
And tafte the gen’rous Lux'ury of the Court, — 
Whbere all the Miceof Quality resort ; 
Where thoufand beauteous Sbees about you move, 
And by high Fare are pliant made to Love. 
We all e'er long muft render up our Breath, 
No Cave or Hole can shelter us from Death. 

Since Life is fo uncertain, and-fo (hort, 
Let's (pend it all in Feafling, and in Sport. 
Come, worthy Sir, come with me, and partake — 
“All the great things that Mortals happy make. 

Alas, what Virtue hath fufficient Arms 
T'oppefe bright Honour, and [oft Pleafure’s Charis? 
What Wifdom can their Magick Force repel? 
Jt draws this vev'rend. Hermit from bis Cell. 
It was the time, when witty Poets tell, 
That Phebus into Thetis Bofom fell: 
- She blufh'd at firft, and then put out the Light, 
And drew the modeft Curtains of the Night. * 
» Plainly, 
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“Plainly, tbe troth to tell, the Sun was fet, . . 
When to the Town ouv weary d Travellers get. 
Jv a Lord's Houfe, as Lordly as can be, 
Made for the Uje of Pride aud Luxury, 
— They come ; the gentle Courtier at the Door 
Stops, and will hardly enter im before. 
But "t5, Sir, your Command, and being fe 
Pm foorn ? Obedienze; and fo in they go. 
Behind a Hanging in a [pacious Room, 
(The ricbeft Works of Mortclake's weble-Loons) 
. They wait a while 1bey wearyd Limbs toreft, , 
. "Hil Silence fbould invite them to their Feaft. 
About the Hour that Cynthia’s Silver Light, 
Had touch'd the pale Meridies of the Night; 
«6t laft the various Supper being done, 
“It bappen'd that the Company was gone 
dito a Room remote, Servants and all, 
To pleafe their noble Fancies with a Ball. — 
“Our Hoft leads forth bis Stranger, and does find 
All fitted to the Bounties of his Mind. 
‘Still on the Table half-filld Difhes flood, 
And with delicious Bits the Floor was ftrow’d. 
The courteous Moufe prefents bim with the beft, 
And both with fat Varieties are bleft : 
Ih’ induflrious Peafant ev'ry where-does range, 
And thanks the Gods for his Life's happy Change. 
Lo, in the Midft of a well fratghted Pie 
-They both at laft, glutted and wanton, lye: 
When fee the fad Rever(e of profp'rous Fate, 
And what fierce Storms on mortal Glories wait. 
With hideous Noife down the rude Servants come, 
Six: Dogs before run barking into th’ Room; 
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The wretched Gluttons fy with wild Affright, 
And bate the Fulnefs which retards their Flight. 
Our trembling Peafant wifhes now in vain, 
That Rocks and Mountains cover'd bim again. 
O how the Change of his poor Life be curs d! 
This, of all Lives ([aid be) is fure the worjt. 
Give me again, ye Gods, my Cave and Woods 
With Peace, let Tares and Acorns be my Food. 


ONAN 
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Part of it, beginning at Non Domus & Fundus, 
non /Eris Acervus & Auri, €9«. 


^OBy Sir WILLIAM TEMPLE 


XAGEY OR Houfe, nor Lands, nor Heaps of 
yr iGo. Pilate, or Gold, - 

. : " &) Can cure a Fevei’s Heat, or Ague’s 

DiS Cold 5 xcd 

TCS Saks Much lefs'a Mind with Grief or Care 

: ; oppreft: | 
No Man's Poffzffions e'er can make him bleft, 
"That is not well himfelf, and found at Heart ; 
Nature will ever be too ftrong for Art. 
‘Whoever feeds vain Hopes, or fond Defires, 
Diftracting Fears, wild Love, or jealous Fires, 
Is pleas'd with all his Fortunes, like Sore Eyes 
With curious Pictures; Gouty Legs and Thighs 
With Dancing; or Half-dead and Aking Ears 

“With Mufick, while the Noife he hardly hears, 
2 je pH For 
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For if the Cask remains unfound or fow’s; 

Be the Wine ne’er fo rich you pour, : 
'Twill take the Veflel’s Tate, and lofe its own, 
And all you.fill were better let alone. 


EPISTLE X. 
From I. S. to C. S. 


iS io to my.Friend, who loves the Towa fo well; 
SLA negth from his Friend, wholoveshis Country Cell. 
In all but this we're like Twin-Brother-Doves, ^^  . 
What one diflikes the other difapproves, - e 
And Covent-Garden-Cooing but divides our Loves. 
Thou keep’ft the Billing Neft, T range the Fields, 
And tafte what uncorrupted Nature yields; 
Riot in Flow’rs, and wanton in the Woods, 
“Bask. on the moffy Banks, and skim the Floods; - 
In ftort, J live and reign, and joy to fee 
‘My {elf from thy miftaken Bleffings free. 
And, as the Slave the Flamen’s Surfeits fled, em 
"Naufeate the Honey- Cakes, and feaft on Bread. — . 
1f Happinefs of Life be worth our Care, Ne 
And he who builds, fhould nicely chufe his Air; |— 
"Tell me a Place which with the Country vies, 
Jn eafie Bleffings and in native Joys: 
Where Cheerful Heats deceive the Cold fo well, 
Or gentle Gales the raging Heat repel: | 
When both the Lyon and the Dog confpire, 
AWith furious Rays to fet the Day on fire. 
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Or where, ah where, but here, can Sleep Maintain 
(That Slave in Courts) her foft imperial Reign? 
Is Parian Marble, preís'd beneath thy Feet, 
More beautiful than Flow'rs, or half fo foreet? 
Or Water roaring thro? the burfting Lead 
. So pure, as gliding in its eafie Bed > 
Who builds in Cities yet the Fields approves, 
And hedges in with Pillars awkward Groves: 
Strives for the Country View that fartheft runs, 
And tweers.aloof at Beauties which he thuns. 
Ia driving Nature out our Force is vain, | 
Still the recoiling Goddefs comes again ; 
And creeps in filent Triumph} to deride 
The weak Attempts of Luxury and Pride, 
' An Ignorant and Uncomparing Fop 
Is cheated lefs in any Mercer’s Shop, 
Than he who cannot with a Wary E 
- Diftinguifh Hapbinefs from Vanity, | 
Who profp'rous Chance too eagerly embrace, -— 
Feel] Double Pangs ia her Averteg Pace, 
You once muft leave what you fo much adaire; 
Ah, wifely now, and willingly retire} 
Forfake the gaudy Tinfel of the Great; - 7 " 
The peaceful Cottage beckons s Retfeab; — 
Where true Content fo tr 
As flights their Fav’rites, and as pities Kings, 
The Stag and Horfe iq Common Pafturefed, . . . , 
"Till farrs enfu'd, and-Heel; Oppos’d to Head; s 
Bar Horns are Lucky things, and Palfry fled ; EL 
‘Foaming for Spite (and Paffion is 4 Wit) 
Ue fought for Man, and kindly took the Bir. 
| I a But 
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But when he fully had. reveng'd the -Caute, 
The Spurs ftill gall'd his Sides, the Curb his Jaws: 
Juft fo the Man who had: his Freedom fold 
(The Nobler Riches) for infulting Gold;. 
His Back beneath a jaunting Rider lays, 3 
Hackney'd and fpurr'd thro’iall his flavifh Days. 
Whofe Fortune is not fitted to his Will, 
Too great or. little, he's uneafy ftl. — 
Our Shoes and Fortune furely are ally'd, 
We limp in Strait, and ftumble in the Wide. 
"Then wifely take what Chance and Fate afford ; 
Nor with for more; 1 know thou wilt not hoard; 
And when I labour for the fordid Gains, 
- Or heap the Trafh; upbraid me for my Pains: 
Yt ferves, or rules, where-ever Gold you find; 
But ftill the Varlet-is a Slave by Kind. ' 
Receive this from thy Friend 
Who laughs in Ken?, from Care and Bus'riefs: free, 
And wanting nothing-in the World'but thee. 
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- Paraphrafed. 
Printed in Mr. Cowley’s Poems, in O&avo, Page 426, 


GT T Ealth from the Lover of the Country, Me; 
A pne to the Lover of the City, Thee; 
A Diff'rence in our Souls this only proves, 
In all things elfe w’ agree like marry'd Doves, 
Tut ‘Bai 
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But the warm Neft and crouded Dove-houfe thou. 
Doft like; I loofely fly from Bough to Bough; - 


, And Rivers drink, and all the fhining Day, 


Upon fair Trees, and moffy Rocks I play: 

In fine I live and reign, when I retire. 

From all that you equal with Heav’n admire. 
Like one, at laft, from the Prieft’s Service fled, 
Loathing the Honey’d Cakes, I long for Bread. 
Would I à Houfe for Happinefs ere, 

Nature it felf fhould be the: Architect: . 

She'd build it more Convenient than great, 

And doubtlefsin the Country. chufe her Seat, 

Is there a Place. doth Better Helps füpply, — — 
Againft the Wounds of Winters Cruelty? : 

Is there an Air that gentl'er doth affwage 

The mad Coeleftial Dog's and Lion’s Rage? 

Is it not there that Sleep. (and only there) 

Nor Noife without,:nor Cares within does fear? 
Does Art thro' Pipes a purer Water bring, 

Than that which Nature ftrains into a Spring? 
Can all your Tap’ftries, or your Pictures thew, 
More Beauties than in Herbs and: Flow’rs do prow? 
Fountains and Trees‘our weary'd Pride do pleafe, 
Ev'nin the midft of gilded Palaces; 
And in your Towns that Profpect gives Delight, 
Which opens round the- Country to our Sight. 
Men to the Good, from which they rafhly fly, 
Return at lat, and their wild Luxury 

Does but in vain with thofe true Joys contend, 
Which Nature did to Mankind recommend, 
The Man who changes Gold for burpifh'd Brafs, 
Or {mall Right Gems for larger ones of Glafs, 
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Js not, at length, more certain to.be made 
Ridiculous, and wretched by the Trade, - 

Than he who fells a folid Good, to buy 

The painted Goods of Pride and Vanity. 

1f thou be wife, no Glorious-Eortune chufe, 
Which 'tis but Pain to keep, yet Grief to lofe: 
For when we place ev’n Trifles in the Heart, © 
With Trifles too unwillingly we part. 


An Humble Roof, Plain Bed, and Homely Board, - 


Mire Clear Untainted Pleafures do afford, 
Than all the Tumult of vain Greatnefs brings 
"To Kings, er to the Favourites of Kings. 
Che horned Deer, by Nature arm'd fo well, — 
Did with the Horde in common Pafture dwell; 


And when they fought, the Field it always won; 


"Till the ambitious Horfe begg'd Help ef Man, 
And took the Bricle, and thenceforth did reign 
Bravely alone, as Lord of all the Plain. - 

But never after could the Rider get .- 

Yrom off his Back, or from his Mouth the Bit. 
So they, who Poverty too much do fear, 

* gvoid that Weight a Greater Burden bear; 
hat they might Pow'r above their Equals have; 
To cruel Mafters they themfelves enflave. 

For Gold their Liberty exchang’d we fee, — 
That faireft Flow’: which crowns Humanity. 
And all this Mifchief does upon them light, 
Only becaufe they know not how aright 

That Great, but fecret Happinefs to prize, 
That's laid up, in a little, for the Wile. 

that is the beft and eafieft Eftate, : 
Which to a Man fits clofe, but not too ftrait; 
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"Tis like a Shoe, it pinches, and it burns, 
Too narrow, and too large, it overturns, — 
My deareft Friend, ftop thy Defires at laft, is 
And cheerfully-enjoy the Wealth thou haft; — 
And if me flill feeking for more you fee, 
Chide and reproach, defpiíe and laugh at me, 
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. Meney was made, not to command our Will, 


But al] our Lawful’Pleafures to-fülfil; 
Shame and Wo.to us, if we our Wealth obey: | 
The Horfe doth with the Horfemm run away « 
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Precepts of Friendflip and Conver[ation. 
LPISTILE XVIII. 


Si bene te novi, metues, liberrime Lolli, 
Scurrantis Speciem prabere profe[fas Amicus, cc. 


| XM Bee Lollius does a gen'rous Friendfhip own, 


If wei] Experience has his Temper fhewn, é 
He dares not play the bant'ring pert Buffoon. 
No Matron's chafte Careffes differ more 

From fulfom Lewdnefs of a Suburb- Whore, 

Than the falfe Kindnefs Men of Plot pretend, 

From the true genuine Freedoms of a Friend. 

In fome a diff’rent worfe Extreme we fee; 

A Ruftick, Rude, Ill-natur'd Gravity, 

That ftalks along, commended to your Senfe, 


With Teeth all furr'd thro’ nafty Negligence, 
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And Beard as from another World he came; 
Affe&ing Dulnefs, Virtue bears the blame; ^ ub 
By Moderation's Line calm Virtue flies, = | 
Strait is her Courfe, and all her Motions nice e 
Above, below, we rife or fink to Vice. bt i 
_ Here at the Bottom of the Table plac’d, i 


3 


A Fawning, Grinning, Parafitick Guett, 

Sits to ftart Jefts, himfelf the preateft Jet? 

So clofe obferves he, and with fo much Care, 

His wealthy Patron’s.AGion, and his Air : 

His Thoughts and Words, imperfe& as they fall, 

The Knave fo catches, fo repeats them all;— 

As School-boys their neglected Leffons fay, 

When, Claufe by Claufe, Gruff Busby leads the way i 
Or raw young Actors practife o'er their Part; 

When Powell fhews to laugh or cry with: Art. 

There a four Hero, his direct Reverfe, 
Contends for Trifles; pofitive. and fierce; 

His Senfe impofes with dogmatick Pride, - 
Commands Affent, and will not be deny’d. - | 
And what’s the Queftion? How tbe Fencefs play'd: 
Which better fought, or uuderftands his Trade, 

Oi Roads? Or who by Dice and Whores undone? 

Or whofe fine Cloaths have his Eftate out-run? | 
Who from pure Prudence hides the fhining Oar? 
Who from a Mifer’s greedy Thirft of more? 

Be never with that curious Itch poffett, 

Of racking Secrets from a thoughtful Brea; Son 
But when imparting Friendship makes them ‘thine, > 
Revere and guard them as a Sacred Shrine, - e 
By Frowns not frighted, nor betray'dby Wine. .—— 

Ges , Delights 
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Delights to which your private Fancy bends 
Efteem, with due Submiffion to your Friends; 
Nor, when théy calf to hunt, the Sport refufe, 
For dull Retirement, and a Cynick Mufe. 
This Zethus and Aimphion’s Friendthip fhook, 
"Till the foft Student rofe and clos'd his Book, 
Affum'd the Nets, and laid his Harp afide, 
And with his Brother's rutick Soul comply'd. 
. Be -eafie, free, and cheerful in your Mien, 
|. A modeft Silence, will be.counted Spleen ; 
Yet cautious what you fpeak; and ufe your Carey. 
: Well to diftinguifh a retentive Ear. 
Avoid th'Inquifitive; be this your Rule, 
A prying Coxcomb makes a tatling Fool. 
Commend not, *til] the Man. is throughly: known; - 
A Raícal prais'd, you make his Faults your own, 
. Confcious of Guilt, attempt not to defend, 
Referve that Favour for an. injur'd Friend, 
Whom Malice or Miftake unjuftly blame; 
You are the proper Guardian of his Fame; 
And this good Office may a grateful Mind, 
In times to come, reward. you for in kind; 
Since Scandal and Il! Nature take their rounds; 
And Falfhood- triumphs in Uncertain Bounds; |. ^ 
Friendfhips with Men of Wealth and State and Povas, 
Can none bot Unexperienc'd Minds allure: 
Thofe who the Favours of the Great have try'd, 
Dread their inconftant Smiles, end hate their Pride. 
Beware, my Lollius, left the flatt’ ring Gale, 
That fooths your Paflage now, fhould quit your Sail: 
Left adverfe Winds fhould rife; difturb the Main, 
And drive the Veffel to her Port again, 
ug EPIST£LE 
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EPYSTILTE)XVDL ae 
By Mr. POOLY. 
In the Second Part of Mifcellany Poems, Page 132. 


Ear Friend, for furely I may call him fo, 
Who doth fo- well the Laws of Friendfhip know > 
I'm fure you mean the Kindnefs you profefs, 
And to be lov'd by you’s a Happinefs; 


Not like him, who with Eloquence and Pains, 


The fpecious Title of a Friend obtains; 


' And the next Day, to pleafe fome Man of Senfe, 


Breaks Jefts at his deluded Friend's Expence: 

As Jilts, who by a quick compendious wzy, 

To gain new Lovers, do the old betray. 

There is another failing of the Mind; — — 

Equal te this, of a quite diff'rent kind ;- 

1 mean that rude uncultivated Skili 

Which fome have got of ufing all Men ill; 

Out of a zealous and unhewn Pretence 

Of Freedom and a virtuous Innocence, 

Who caufe they cannot fawn, betray, nor cheat, 
Tbink they may push and juftle all they meet; 

And blame whate'er they fee, complain and brawl, 

And think their Virtues make amends for all. 
‘They neither comb their Head, nor wath their Face, 
But think their virtuous Naftinefs a Grace; 
When as true Virtue in a Medium lies, 

And thet to turn to either hand’s a Vice. ! | 

He Gthers — 
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Others there are, who. too obfequious grown, 
Live more for others pleafure than their own; 
Applauding whatfoe’er they hear or fee, . 


By a too Naufeous Civility ; 


And if a Man of Title or Eftate, . 

Doth fome ítrange Story, true or falfe, relate, ~ 
Obfequioufly they’ll cringe, and youch it all, 
Repeat his Words, and catch them as they fall: . 
As School-boys follow what their Mafters fay, . 
Or like an Actor prompted in a Play. 

Some Men there. are fo full of their own Senfe, . 


"They take the leaft Difpute for an Offence: 


Aud if fome wifer Friend thzir Heat reftrains, 
And fays the Subje& is not worth the Pains; - 
Strait they reply, What I have faid 1: true, - 
And Tll defend st againfl bim and you; 
And if he frill dares fay "tis not, Pll dye, . 
Rather than not maistain -be [ays a Lie. ~ 
Now, would you fee from whence thefe Heats arifes - - 
And where th’ important Contradiétion lies? . 
^Tis but to know if, when a.Client’s preft, 
$—— or W—— pleads his Caufe the beft:.. 
Or if to Windfor he moft Minutes gains, ! sal 
Who goes by Colebrook, or who-goes by Staines: bes ri 
Who pends his. Wealth at Pleafure, and at Play, 

And yet affe&s to be well cloath'd and gay ; 
And comes to want, and yet dreads nothing more» 
Than to be thought neceffitous and peor ; 
Him his rich Kinfman is afraid to fee, . IR "8 


-Sliuns hke a. Burthen to the Famiy;.. 


And rails at Vices which have made him poor, . 
The. be hirefelf perhaps hath many more; . 
ye Qr 
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Or tells him wifely, Couft h have a Care, 

| And your Expences with your Rents compare, 
Since you inherit but a Small Eftate, 

Your Pleafures, Coufin, muft be moderate. 

I know you think to buff and' live like me; 

Couffa, my Wealth fapports my Vanity: 

But they who've Wit and not Eflate enough, 

Muft cut their Coat according to their Stuffs 
Therefore forbear ? affect Equality ; 

Forget you've fuch a foolifh Friend as me. 

There was a Courtier, who, to punifh thofe 
Who, tho’ below him, he beliew’d his Foes; 
And more effectually to vent his Rage, _ 

Sent them Fine Cloaths, and a new Equipage ;. 
For then the foolifh Sparks courageous grown, 
Set up for roaring Bullies of the Town; 

Muft go to Plays, and in the Boxes fit, 

Then toa Whore, and live like Men of Wit; 
"Till at the laft their Coach and Horfes fpent, 


Their Cloaths grown dirty, and their Ribbons rent: - 


Their Fortune chang'd, their Appetite the fame; 
And "is too late their Follies to reclaim; ~~ 
They muft turn Porters, or in Taverns wait, - 
And buy their Pleafures at a cheaper Rate; 

And ’midft their dirty Miftreffes and Wives, 

Lead out the reft of their miftaken Lives. —' 
Never be too inquifitive to find 

The hidden Secrets of another's Mind; — . | 
For when you've torn one Secret from his Breaft, 
You run the rifque of lofing all the reft: 

‘And if he fhould unimportun’d impart 


His fecret Thoughts, and truff you with his Heat; - 
Let 
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Let not your Drinking, Anger, Pride’ or Luft, tie mie 
Ever invite you to betray the Traff- ^P vont dur ce! 


Firff, Never praife your own Défigns, atid then 
Ke'er leffen the Defi igns of other Men; 
Nor when a Friend'invites you any where, 
To feta Partridge, or to chafe a ‘Hare; 
Beg he'd excufe you for this once, and fay’ 
You mutt go home; and ftudy all'the Day. * 
So "twas that once Amphion jealous’ grown; 
That Zethus lov'd no Pleafures but his own; 
Was forc'd to give his Brother’s Friendfhip o'er, 
Or to refolve to touch his Lyre no more; ^ 
He chofe the fafeft and the wifeft way, | 
And to oblige his Brother left his Play.” 
Do you the fame, and for the felf-fame end, ud 
Obey your civil importuning Friend; Hop 
And when he leads his Dogs into the Plain, 
Quit your untimely Labours of the Brain, : 
And leave your ferious Studies, that you may 
Sup with an equal Pleafare on the Prey. 
Hunting’ s an old and honoürable Sport," 
Lov'd in the Country, and-efteém’d at Courts - 
Healthful to th’ Body, pleafing to tlie Eye, 
And practis'd by our old Nobility. 
Who fee you love the Pleafures they admire,’ 
Will equally apprové what you defire ; 
Such Condefcention will more Friendfhip gain ; 
Than the beft Rules which your wife Books contain, ' 
Talk not of others Lives, or have acaré - " 
Qf whom you talk, to whom, and what, and mm j^ 
For you don't only wound the Man‘you blame; ^ ^^ 
But all Mankind, who will expe& the fame, : 
: Shun 


oo 
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Shun all Inquifitive and Curious Men; - 

For what they hear they will relate again. 

And he who hath Impatient Craving Kars, 

Hath a Loofe Tongue to utter all he hears; 

And Words like th’ moving Air, of which they’re fran’dy- 
When once let loofe can never. be reciaim’d, : 

Where you've Accefs toa Rich Pow’rful Man, . 

Govern your Mind with all the Care you can; - 

And be not by your foolifa Luft betray'd 

To Court his Coufin, or debauch his. Maid; 

Left with a little Portion, and the Pride : 

Of being to.the Family ally'd ; 

He gives you either; with which Bounty bett; 

You muft quit all Pretenfions to the reft; 

Or left incens'd at your Attempt, and griev'd 
You fhould abufe.the Kindnefs you receiv'd; 
He coldly thwarts your.impotent Defire, .. 
Till you at laft chufe rather to retire, 

Than tempt his Anger any more, and fo . 
Lofe a great Patron, and.a Miftrefs too. 

Next, Have a care what Men you tecum end 

To th! Service or Efteem of your Rich Friend; 
Left-for his Service or Efteem unfit, 

They load you with the Faults which they commit.” 
But as the wifeft Men, with all their Skill, - 

May be deceiv’d, and place their Friendfhip i ill; 

So when you fee you've err'd, you muft refufe. 

To defend thofe whom.their own: Crimes accufe,. 
But if thro’ Envy of malicious Men,. 
They be accus'd, you muft protect them then; — 
And.plead their Caufe your fel ; for when you fee . . 
Him you commend attack'd with Infamy, , - i | 
Know: 
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Know that "tis you they hate, when him they blame; » 
Him they have wounded, but at you they aim: . 


. And when your Neighbour's Houfe is fet on fire, 


You muft his Safety as your ewn confpire,. ~ 
Such hidden Fises, tho’ in a Suburbs caft, 


Neglected, may confume the Town at laft.. 
"They who don't know the Dangers which attend : 


The glitt'ring Court of a Rich Pow’rful Friend; 
Love no Eftate fo much,.and think they're bleft,. 
When they but make a Leg among the reít ; 

But they who've try'd it, and with prudent-Care- 
Do all its Honours and its Ills compare, 

Fear to engage, left, with their Time and Pain, 
They lofe more Pleafure than they hop'd to gsin, 


. See you, that while your Veffel's under; fail, - 


You make your beft advantage: of the Gale; — 
Left the Wind changes, and.fome Stormy Rain . 
Should throw you back to your firft Pert again, 
You muft endeavour to difpofe your Mind - 


- To pleafe all Humours of a diffrent kind; 


Whofe Tempers ferious, and their Humour fad, 
They think all Blithe and Merry Men are mad ; 

They who are merry, and of Humour free, . e 
Abhor a fad and ferious Gravity ; Àj 
They who are flow and heavy, can't admit 

The Friendfhip of a quick and ready Wit; . 

The Slothful hate the Bufie Active Men, 

And are detefted by the fame again. _ 

They whofe free Humour prompts therrto be gays 
To drink all Night, to revelall the Day, 

Abhor the Man that can his Cups refufe, 

Tho’, his untimely Virtue to excu, 
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He fwears.that one fuch’ merry drinking Feaft’ 

Would make him fick for a wHole Week at leat. - 

Suffer no Cloud to dwell'upon your Biow; — 

The Modeft Men are thought obfcure and' low; - 

And they who an affected Silence keep, 

Are thought to be the rigid, four, and deep. — 

Amongft alb other things do not omit 

To fearch the Writings of great Men of Wit, 

And in the Converfation of the Wife: 

In what true Happinefs and Pleafure lies; 

Which are the fafeft Rules to live at eafe, 

And the beft way to make all Fortunes pleafe ; - 

Left thro’ the craving Hopes of gaining more, 

And Fear of lofitig what you gain'd before, * 

Your poor unfatisfy’d mifguided Mind, 

To needy Wifhes and falfe Joys confin'd, 

Puts its free, boundlefs, fearching Thoughts in Chaitis, 

And where it fought its Pleafures finds it Pains. 

If Virtuous Thoughts, and if a prudent Heart. 

Be given by Nature, or obtain'd by Art; 

What leffens Cares, the Mind’s uneafie Pain, 

And reconciles us to our felves again P 

Which doth the trueft Happinefs create, — 

Unblemifh'd Honour or a great Eftate, 

. Or a fafe private Quiet, whieh betrays | 

Jc felf to Eafe, and cheats away the Days. 

When I am ate—— where ray kind Fate 

Hath plac'd my little moderate Eftate; 

Where'Nature’s Care hath equally employ'd | 

Itsinward Treafures and its outward Pride; 

- What Thoughts d'ye think thofe eafie Joys €— 
Bat do you think I covet or defire? : | 

Tis 


»TisthatI may but undifturb'd poffefs —— 


The litt? I have, and if Heav’n pleafes, len OSA | 


— "That I to Nature and my felf may give. Uy 


"The little Time that I have left to lives. 
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Some Books in which I fome New Thoughtsmay find, ~ 


To entertain, and to refrefh my Mind; : 


Some Horfes, which may help me to partake 

The lawful Pleafures which the Seafons make; 

An eafie Plenty, which at leaft may fpare 

The Frugal Pains of a Domeftick Care; — * 

A Friend, if that a faithful Friend there be, 

Who can love fuch an idle Life and me; . Y. 
Then Heav'n give me but Life and Healtb, I'll &ad 
A grateful Soul and a contented Mind. : 
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ait the Arr of Poetry, 


By the Earl of ROSCOMMON: 


Ree in the Third Part of ner Pasms, Page i 


a) É OF a Man’ s Head pon a Horfe’ r3 Neck, 
oe of the moft arent 


EN OSes Kinds, 

Cover'd with Feathers ofall forts of Birds, A 
Wou'd you not laugh, and think the Painter mad ? 
'Truft me that Book is as ridiculous, 

Whofe incoherent Style (like Sick Mens Dreams) 
Varies all Shapes, and mixes all Extremes. 
Painters and Poets have been ftill allow’d 

Their Pencils and their Fancies unconfin'd. ^ 
This Privilege we freely give and take; 

But Nature, and the common Laws of Seni, 
Forbid to reconcile Antipathies, 
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Or make a Snake engender with aDove, . 
And hungry Tygers court the tender Lambs. 
Some that at firft have promis’d Mighty things, — 
Applaud themfelves when a few Florid Lines cU 
Shine thro’ th’infipid Dulnefs of the reft: 
Here they defcribe a Temple or a Wood, 
Or Streams that thro’ delightful Meadows run; 
And there the Rainbow and the rapid: Rhine; 
But they mifplace them a!l, and crowd them in; 
And are 2s much to feck in other things, 
As he that only can defign a Tree, - 
Would be to draw a Shipwrack, or a Storm, 
When you begin with fo much Pomp and Shew, 
Why is the End fo little and fe low? 
Be what you will, fo you be ftill the fame, 
Moft Poets fall into the groffeft Faults, 
Deluded by a Seeming Excellence. 
By ftriving to be fhort,. they grow obfcure, 
And whenthey would write fmoothly, they want Sneighu^ 
Their Spirits fink ; while others, that affect 
A Lofty Style, fwell to a Tympany; 
Some tim'rous Wretches fart at ev'ry Blatt, 
And fearing Tempefts, dare not leave the Shore; 
Others in love with wild Variety, 
Draw Boars in Waves, and Dolphins in a Wood. 
Thus Fear of erring, join'd with Want of Skill, 
1s the moft certain Way ef erring ftill. 
The Meane(t Workman in th’ ZEzilian Square, 
May grave the Nails, or imitate the Hair ; 
But cannot finifh what he hath begun. ~ 
What is there more ridiculous than he? 
For one or two Good Features in a Face, 
Where all the ref& are {candaloufly ill, 
" ! Make.- 
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Make it but more remarkably deform'd. 

Let Poets match their Subject to their Strength; 
And often try what Weight they can fupport, 
And what their Shoulders are too weak to. bears. 
After a ferious and judicious Choice, 
Method and Eloquence will never fail. 

As well the Force as Ornament’of Verfe, 
Confifts in chufing a fit Time for things; 
. And knowing when a Mufe fhould be indulg'd 
In her full Flight, and when fhe fhould be curb/d. 
Words muft be chofen, and.be plac'd with Skill. 
You gain your Point, if your induftrious Art: 
Can make Unufual Words eafy and plain; 

But (if you write of things abftrufe or new) 
Some of your own inventing may be us'd 

(So it be feldom and difcreetly: done:) 

But he that hopes to have New. Words allow’d; 
Muft fo derive them from the Grecian Spring, 

As they. may feem to flow without: Conftraint, 
Can an impartial Reader: difcommend 

In Varus, or in Virgil, what: he likes 

In Plautus or Cecili#s ?- Why: fhould I 

De envy'd for the little I invent, |. 

When Eris and Cato’s copious Style 

Have fo enrich’d; and fo adorn'd'our Tongue? - 
Men ever had, and:ever will have Leave |. 

To coin new Words well fuited to the Age. 
Words are like Leaves, {ome wither ev'ry Year, 
And ev'ry Year a younger Race fucceeds. _ 
Death is a Tribute all things owe to Fate: oe 
The Lucrine Mole (Cefar's ftopendious Work) is 
Protects our Navies from the raging’ North; | 
And (fince Cerbegus drain'd the Poytis Lake) ^ dw 


» 
i 


We plow and reap where former Ages row'd. 
See how the TyZer, whofe licentious Waves- 
. So often over-flow'd: the Neighb’ring Fields, 
Now runs a fmooth and inoffenfive courfe, 

. Confin'd by our great Emperor’s Command: 
“Yet this, and they, and all, . will be forgot. 

Why then fhould Words:challenge Eternity, - 
When greateft Men and: greateft Actions dye? 
Ufe may revive the obfoletet Words, — 

And banifh thofe that now-are meft in vogue: 
Ufe is the Judge, the Law, and Rule of Speech. 
Homer firít taught the World, in Epick Verfe, 
To write of great. Commanders and of Kings; 
Elegies were at firft defign’d for Grief, 
- Tho’ now.weeufe them to exprefs our Joy; 
But to whofe:Mufe we owe that fort of Verfe, 
“Is undecided by the: Men of Skill. 
Rage with lambicks arm’d Archilocus, 

Numbers for Dialogue and A&ion fit, 
/ "And Favourites of the. Dramatick Mute: 
Fierce, lofty, rapid, whofe commanding Sound. 
Awes the tumultueus Noifes of the Pit, 

And whofe peculiar Province is the Stage. 
“Gods, Heroes, Conquerors, Olympick Crowns, 
Love’s pleafing Cares, and the free Joys of Wine, 
Are proper Subjects for a Lyrick Song. 

"Why is he honour'd with a Poet’s Name, 

Who neither-knows, nor would obferve a Rule; 
And chufes to be ignorant and proud, 

Rather than own his Ignorance and learn. 

Let ev'ry thing have its due Place and Time. 

A Comitk Subje& loves an Humble Verfe: , 
Abyefits {corns a/Low and. Comick Style: 


Bo 
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Yet Comedy fometimes may raife her Voice, 
And Chremes be allowed to foam and rail: 
"Tragedians too lay by their State to grieve: 
Peleus and Telephbus exil'd and poor, 

Forget their Swelling and Gigantick Words. 
He that would have Spcétators fhare his'Grief, 
Muft write not only well but movingly, 

And raife Men's Paffions to what height he will. 
‘We weep and laugh, as we fee others do: 

He only makes me fad, who fhews the way, 
And firft is fad himfelf: Then (Zelephus) 

-I feel the Weight of-your Calamities, 

:And fancy all your Miferies my own;' 

‘But if you act them ill, L fleep, or laugh. 
"Your Looks muft alter, as your Subject does, 
‘From kind to fierce, from wanton to fevere; 
For Nature forms, and foftens us within, 

And writes our Fortune’s Changes in our Face. 
Pleafure enchants, impetuous Rage tramfports, 
And Grief dejeéts, and wrings the tortur'd Soul; 
And thefe are all interpreted by Speech : 

But he whofe Words and Fortunes difagree, 
Abfurd, unpity'd, grows a publick Jet, — 
Obferve the Characters of thofe that fpeak, 
‘Whether an Honeft Servant, or a Cheat ; 

Or one whofe Blood boils iu his dmt Veins ; ; 
"Or a grave Matron, or a bufie Nurfe, 
Extorting Merchants, careful Husbandmen, 
| Argives, or Thebans, Afians, or Greeks. 

Follow Report, or feign coherent things, 
Defcribe Achilles, as Achilles was, 
‘Umpatient, rafh, inexorable, proud; - | 
‘Scorning all Judges, and all Law, bag Arms: 


Medea 
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Medea muft be all Revenge and Blood, 
Ino all Tears, Ixion all Deceit; 
Jo muft wander, and Oreffes mourn. — 
lf your bold Mufe dare tread Unbeaten Paths, 
And bring New Characters upon the Stage, 
Be fure you keep them up to their firft height. 
New Subjects are not eafily explain’d, - 
And you had better chufe a Well-known Theme, 
Than truft to an Invention of your own; 
Tor what originally others writ, 
May be fo well difguis’d, and.fo improv'd, 
That with fome Juftice it may pafs for yours: 
But then you muft not copy Trivial things, 
‘Nor word for word too faithfully tranflate, 
Nor (as fome fervile Imitators do) 
Prefcribe at firft fuch ftri& uneafy Rules, 
As they muft ever flavifbly obferve, 
Or all the Laws of Decency renounce: 
Begin not as th' Old Poetafter did 
(Troy's famous War, and Priam’s Fate I fing) 
Ín what will all this Oftentation end? 
The lab’ring Mountain {carce brings forth a Moufe. 
How far is this from the Maonian Style, 
Mafe, [peak the Man, who nce the Siege of Troy, 
So many Towns, fuch Change of Manners fam? 
One with a Flafh begins, and ends in Smoke, 
The other out of Smoke brings glorious Light; 
And (without raifing Expectation high) 
Surprizes us with darling Miracles. 
The bloody Lefrygon’s inhumane Featts, 
With all the Monfters of the Land and Sea; 
How Scylla bark'd, and Polyphemus roar'd : 
iHe doth not trouble us with Leda’s Eggs, 
When 
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‘When he Tur to write the. Trojan SA 
Nor writing the Return of Diomed, 

"Go back as far as Meleager's Death. . 

Nothing is idle, each judicious Line 
‘Infenfibly acquaints us with the Plot ; 

‘He chufes only what he can MEP art, 

And Truth and Fiction are fo aptly mix'd, 
That all feems uniform, and of a piece. 
Now hear what ev'ry Auditor expects ; 

If you intend that he fhou'd ftay to hear 

The Epilogue, and fee the Curtain fall ; 

Mind how our Tempers alter, with our Years, 
And by thofe Rules form all oar Characters. 
One that has newly learn'd to fpeak and go, — 


"Ti 


Loves Childifh Plays i is foon pore and pleasd, — 


And changes ev'ry Hour his wav'ring Mind. 
A Youth that firft cafts off his Tutor's ‘Yoke, 


Loves Horfes, Hounds, and Sports, and Exercife, © 


Prone to all Vice, impatient of Reproof, 
Proud, carelefs, fond, incoriftant, and profafe. 
“Gain and Ambition rule our Riper Years, 

And make us Slaves to Intereft and Power. 

Old Men are only Walking Hofpitals, 

Where all Defects and all Difeafes crowd, 
With reftlefs Pain, and more tormenting Fear; — 
Lazy, morofe, full of Delays and Hopes, — 
Oppreft with Riches which they dare not ufe; 
Ill-natur’d Cenfors of the prefent Age, 

And fond of all the Follies of the paft. 

Thus all the Treafures of our’ ‘flowing Years, 
Our Ebb of Life for ever takes away. —— 
Boys mutt not have th’ ambitious Care of Men, 
_ Nor Men the weak Anxieties of Age. 


“Sonte 
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“Some things are acted, others only told ; 
But what we hear moves lefs than what we fee: 
Spectators only have their Eyes to truft, 
But Auditors muft tru(t their Ears and you: 
‘Yet there are things improper for a Scene, 
Which Men of Judgment only will relate: 
Medea muft not draw her murth’ring Knife, 
And {pill her Childrens Blood upon the Stage; 
Nor 4treus there his Horrid Feaft prepare: 
Cadmus and Progne’s Metamorpho/is 
(She to a Swallow turn’d, he to a Snake) 
And whatfoever contradicts my Senfe, 
‘I bate to fee, and never can believe. 
Five Ads are the juft Meafure of a Play. 
Never prefume to make a God appear, 
But for a Bus'nefs worthy of a God, 
And in one Scene no more than Three fhould fpesk; 
A Chorus fhould fupply what Action wants, _ 
And hath a Generous and Manly Part; - 
Bridles wild Rage, loves rigid Honefty, 
And ftrict Obfervance of impartial Laws, 
Sobriety, Security, and Peace, 
And begs the Gods to turn blind Fortune’s Wheei, 
To raife the Wretched, and pull down the Proud. 
But nothing maft be fung between the Acts, _ 
But what fome way conduces to the Plot. 
Firft the fhrill Sound of a {mall rural Pipe . 
(Not loud like Trumpets, nor adorn’d as now) 
Was Entertainment for the Iafant Stage, 
And pleas'd the thin and bafhful Audience 
Of our well-meaning frugal Anceftors. 
But when our Walls and, Limits were enlarg’d, 
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And Men (grown wanton by Profperity) 
Stady’d New Arts of Luxury and Eafe, : 
The Verfe, the Mufick, and the Scenes improv'd ; 
For how fhould Tgnorance be Judge of Wit, 

Or Men of Senfe apploud the Jefts of Fools? 

Then came Rich Cloaths and Graceful Aion in, 
Then Inftrumerits were tasght more Moving Notes, 
And Eloquence, with all her Pomp and Charts, 
Foretold as Useful an4 Sententious ‘Truths, 

As thofe deliver'd by the Delphick ‘God. —— 

The fft Tragedians found that ferious Style 

Too grave for their uncultivated Age, j 

And fo brought Wild and Naked Satyys in, 3 
Whofe Motions, Words, and Shope, were alla Farce, 
(As oft as Decency would give'them leave) |. — — 
Becaufe the mad ungovernable Rovt, : 
Full of Conftfion, and the F'ames:of Wine, 

Lov'd fuch Variety and antick Tricks. | ! 
Bur then they did not wrong themielves fo much, | 
To make a God, a Hero, or a King : 5s 
(Stripp’d of bis golden Crown, and perple Robe) - 
Defcend to a Mechanick Diale& ; ivi 
Nor (ro dvdid Tuch "Meaatrefs) fosring high, 

With Empty Sound, and Airy ‘Notions flys 

For Tragedy fheuld ‘blith as ‘mach ‘te ftoop 
"To the low mimick Follies ‘ofa Fare, 

Asa grave Matron‘would 'to dance with Girls, 

You muft not'think tbat'a Sityrick Style — 
Allows of Scandalous and Bratifh Words, 

Or the confounding of ycur'Charefters. = 
Begin with Truth, then give Invention Nope; ^ 
And if yctir Style be natural'and 'fmooth, ar 
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All Men will try, and hope to write as well, - 
And (not without much Pains) be undeccie’d. 
So much good Method and Connexion may 
— Improve the common, and the plaineft things, 
A Satyr, that comes ftaring from the Woods, 
 Muft not at firft fpeak like an Orator; 
But tho’ his Language fhould not be refin’d, 
It muft not be obfcene and impudent; 
The Better Sort abhor Scurrility, 
And often cenfures what the Rabble hikes. 
Unpolith’d Verfes pafs with many Men, 
And Rome is too indulgent in that Point. — 
But then, to write at aloofe rambling rate, 
In hope the World will wink at all our Faults, 
Is fuch a rafh, ill-greunded Confidence, 
As Men may pardon, but will never praife. 
-. Confider well the Gree& Originals, | 
Read them by Day, and think of them by Night, 
Bat Plautus was admi'd in former time, 
With too much Patience (not to call it worfe) 
His harfh, unequal Verte, was Mufick then, 
And Rudenefs had the Privilege of Wit: 
When The/pis firlt expos'd the Tragick Mufe, 
Rude were the A&ors, and a Cart the Scene, - 
Where ghaftly Faces, ftain'd with Lees of Wine, 
Frighted the Children, and amus'd the Crowd: 
This ZEfcbylus (with Indignation) faw, 
And built a Stage, found out a Decent Drefs, 
Brought Vizards in (a Civiler Difguife) 
And taught Men how to fpeak, and how to act, 
Next Comedy appear'd with great Applaufe, 
Fu her Licentious and Abufive Tongue ' 
; K 2. Waken'd 


196 HORACE. 


Waken’d the Magiftrate’s coercive Power, 

And forc'd it to fupprefs her Infolence. _ 

Our Writers have attempted every Way, 

And they deferve our Praife, whofe daring Mufe. 
Difdain'd to te beholden to the Greeks, — T 

And found fit Subjcé&s for her Verf: at home ;. 

Nor fhould we be lefs famous for our Wit, 

Than for the Force of our victorious Arms ; 

But that the Time and Care, that are requir'd 

'To overlook, and file, and polifh well, 

Fright Poets from that neceffary Toih _ 

Democritus was fo in love with Wit, 

And fome Mens Natural Impulfe to write, 

That he defpis’d the Help of Art and Rules, 

And thought none Poets till their Brains were cracked L 
And this hath fo intoxicated fome : 
That (to appear incorrigibly mad) 

They Cleaunlinefs and Company renounce 

For Lunacy, beyond the Cure of Art. 

With a Long Beard and ten Long dy Nails; 
País currant for 24pollo's Livery. 

O my unhappy Stars! If in the Spring | 
Some Phyfick had not cur'd me of the Spleen, 
None would have.writ with more Succefs than I; 
But I 2m fatisfy'd to keep my Senfe, 

And only ferve to whet that Wit in you: 

To which I willingly regn my Claim. 

Yet without writing, J may teach to write, 
Tell what the Duty of a Poet is; 

Wherein his Wealth and Ornament confift, 

And how he may be form'd, and how improv'd; 
What fit, what not, what excellent or ill; S S 
Sound 
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Sound Judgment is the Ground of writing well: ; 
And when Philofaphy directs your Choice 

To proper Subjects, rightly underftood, 

Words from your Pen will naturally flow: 

He only gives the proper Characters, 

Who knows the Duty of all Ranks of Men, - 
And what we owe to Country, Parents, Friends, 
How Judges, and how Senators fhould a&, | 
And what becomes a General to do; 

Thofe are the likeft Copies, which are drawn 

By the Original of Hamane Life. 

Sometimes in rough and undigefted Plays, 

We meet with fuch a lucky Chara@er, 

As being humour’d right and well purfa’d: 

.. Succeeds much better than the thallow Verte 

And chiming Triffes of more ftudious Pens. 
Greece had a Genius, Greece had Elequence; 

For her Ambition and her End was Fame, 

Osr Roman Youthis bred another way, 

And taught no Arts but thofe of Ufury ; 

And the glad Father glories in his Child, 

When he can fubdivide a Fraétion. 
€an Souls, who by their Parents, from their Birth;. : 
_ Have been devoted thus to Ruft and Gain, a) ETA, 
Be capable of Eigh and Gen’rous Thoughts? - 

€an Verfes writ by fuch an Author, live? — 

But you (brave Youth) wife Numa's worthy Heir, 
Remember of what weight your Judgment is, 

And never venture to commend a Book, . 

That has not pafs'd all Judges, and all Tefts.. 

A Poet fhould inftruct, or pleafe, or both. — — ^. 
Let all your Precepts be fuccin& and clear, — 
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That ready Wits may comprehend them foon, 

‘And faithful Memories retain them long; 

For Superfluities are foon forgot. 

Never be fo conceited of your Party - oe 

To think you may perfuade us what you pieafe; 

Or venture to bring in a Child alie ioc or 

That Canibals have murder'd and devour'd. 

Old Age explodes all but Morality; 

Aufterity offends afpiting Youths ; 

But he that joins Inftruétions with Delight, 

Profit with Pleafure carries all the Votes: 

Thefe are the Volumes that enrich the Shops; 

Thefe pafs with Admiration thro’ the World, 

And bring their Author an eternal Fame. 

Be not too rigidly cenforious; . 

A String may jarr in the beft Mafter’s Hané, 

And the moft skilful Archer mifs his Aim: 

But in a Poem elegantly writ, 

I will not quarrel with a flight Miftake, 

Such as our Nature's Frailty may excufe; 

But he that hath been often told his Fault, 

And fill perfifts, is as impertinent 3 

As a Mufician that will always play, - 

And yet is always out at the fame Notes. 

When fuch a pofitive abandon'd Fop yes. 

(Among his numerous Ab(urdities) 

Stumbles upon fome Tolerable Line, 

I fret to fec them in fuch Company, NC 

And wonder by what Magick they came there... 

Put in long Works Sleep will fometimes furprize;. ue 

Homer. himfelf hath been ebíerv'd to nod. oa 

Poems (like Pi&tures) are of diffrent forts, MEC 
| ge "Some 
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Some better at a diftance, others near; 
Some love the Dark, fome chufe the cleareft Light, 
And boldly challenge the moft piercing Eye; 
Some pleafe for once, fome will for ever pleafe. . 
But Pifo (tho” your own Experience, 
~Join’d with your Father's Precepts, make you wife). 
Remember this as an important Truth ; 
Some things admit of Mediocrity ; 
A Counfellor, or Pleader at the Bar, 
May want Maffala's pow’rful Eloquence,. 
Or be lefs read than deep Gaffellius ; 
Yet this indiffrent Lawyer is efteem’d: 
But no Authority of Gods nor Men 
Allow of any Mean in Poely. 
As an Ill Confort, and a Courfe Perfume, 
Difgrace the Delicacy of a Featt, 
And might with more Difcretion have been fpar d; 
So Poefy, whole End is to delight, : 


- — Admits of no Degrees, but muft be (tii. 


Sublirnely good, or defpicably ill. 

‘In other things, Men have fome Reafon left; 

And one that cannot dance, or fence, or run, 
Defpairing of Succefs, forbears to try 5 

But all (without Confideration) write; 

Some thinking that th'Omnipotence of Wealc 
Can turn them into Poets when they pleale.. 

Bat Pif, you are of too quick a Sight, 

Not to difcern which way your Talent lies; 

Or vainly ftruggle with your Genius; 

Yer if it ever be your Fate to write, . 

Let your Productions pafs the Stricteft Hands, | 
Mine, and your Father's, and not fee the Light; . 


M. 


Till 
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"Till Time and Care hath ripen'd ev'ry Line. 


What you keep by you, you may change and mend eo 


But Words once {poke, can never be recall’d. 


Orpheus infir’d by more than humane Pow’r, 


Did not, (as Poets feign) tame Savage Beafts, 
But Men, as lawlefs, and as wild as they, 

And firft diffuaded them from Rage and Blood. 
Thus when Amphion built the Theban Wall, 


‘They feign’d the Stones obey’d his Magick Luter 


Poets, the firft Inftru&ers of Mankind, 

Brought all things to their proper native Uer 
Some they appropriated to the Gods, 

And fome to publick, fome to private Ends; 
Promifcuous Love by Marriage was reftrain’d, 
Cities were built, and ufeful Laws were made; 
So ancient is the Pedigree of Verfe, 

And fo divine a Poet's Function: 

Then Homer’s and Tyrtaus’ martial Mufe 

Waken'd the World, and founded loud Alarms. 
To Verfe we owe the facred Oracles, 

And our beft Precepts of Morality: 

Some have by Verfe obtain'd the Love of Kings 
(Who, with the Mufes eafe their weary'd Minds): 
Then blufh not, noble Pio, to protect 
What Gods infpire, and Kings delight to hear. 
Some think that Poe:s may be form'd by Art, 


" Others maintain that Nature makes them fo: 


I neither fee what Art without a Vein, 
Nor Wit without the Help of Art, can do3. 


But mutually they need each other's Aid. 


He that intends to gain th’ Olympick Prize, : 
Mutt ufe himfelf to Hunger, Heat, and Cold, 


Take 
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Take leave of Wine, and the foft Joys of lere: Es 
And no Muf(ician dares pretend to Skill, . 
Without-a great Expence of Time and NER 


But ev "ry little bufy Scribbler new _ à TET 
Swells with the Praifes which he gives inis. ri 


_ And taking Sanctuary in the Crowd,: & d 
. Brags of his sa Ser ind feorns to. > mend, 


A Flatt’ring Wediciiee: than poor Tondiüpes do 
To perfuade Cuftomers to buy their Goods: 


. "Tis hard to find a Man of great Eftate, 


That can diftinguifh Flatterers from Friends. 
Never delude your felf, nor read your Book 
Before a brib'd and fawning Auditor; | 

For he'll commend, and feign an Ecftafy, 
Grow pale or weep, do any thing to pleafe; 


_ True Friends appear lefs mov'd than Counterfeit ; 


As Men that truly grieve at Funerals, 


‘Are not fo loud as thofe that cry for Hire. 


Wife were the Kings, who never chofe a Friend, 
"Till with full Cups they had unmask'd his Soul, 


* And feen the Bottom of his deepeft Thoughts. 


You cannot arm your felt with too much Care 
Againft the Smiles of a defigning K nave. 
Quintillius (if his Advice were ask’d) 

Would freely tell you what you fhould corret,. 
Or (if you could not) bid you blot it out, 

And with more Care fupply the Vacancy ; 

But if he found you fond and obftinate 

(And apter to defend, than mend your Faults) 
With Silence leave you to admire your felf, 
And without Rival bug your darling Book : 

| The 
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The prudent Care of an impartial Friend 
Will give you Notice of each idle Line; 
Shew what founds harfh, and what wants OHNE 
Or where it is too lavifhly beftow'd ; 

Make you explain all that he finds obfcure, 

And, with a ftri& Enquiry, mark your Faults; 
Nor for thefe Trifles fear to lofe your Love. — 
Thofe Things which now feem frivolous and flight, 
Will be of ferious Confequence to you, 

When they have made you once ridiculous. 

A Mad Dog’s Foam, th'Infe&ion of the Plague, © 
And all the Judgments of the angry Gods, ’ 
Weare not all more heedfully to fhun, 

Than Poetafters in their raging Fits, 

Follow’d and pointed at by Fools and Boys; 

But dreaded and profcrib'd by Men of Senfe, 

If in the raving of a frantick Mufe, 

And minding more his Verfes than his Ha 
Any of thefe fhould drop into a Well, 

Tho’ he might burft his Lungs to call for PU. 
No Creature wou'd affit or pity him, 

But feem to think he fell on purpofe in. 

Hear how an old Sicilian Poet dy'd; 

Empedocles, mad to be thought a God, 

In a cold Fit leap'd iuto tna’s Flames. 

Give Poets leave to make themfelves away. 
Why fhould it be a greater Sin to kill, 

Than to keep Men alive againft their Will? 
Nor was this Chance, but a delib’rate Choice ; 
For if Exmpedocles were now reviv'd, 

He would be at his Frolick once again, 

And his Pretenfions to Divinity. 


c- 2 
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?Tis hard to fay, whether for Sacrilege, 


Or Inceft, or fome more unheard-of Crime, 
The Rhiming Fiend is fent into thefe Men; 
But they are all moft vifibly poffefs'd ; 

And like a baited Bear, when he breaks loofe, 


"Without Diftinction feize on all they meet; 


None ever {cap’d that came within their Reach; 
Sticking like Leeches, ’till they burft with Blood: 
Wirhout Remorfe infatiably they read, 

And never leave "till they have read Men dead, 
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